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To the PuBLIS HER. 


STIR, 


(INCE my arrival from the country, I 
have been informed, that Mr. BLack- 
LOCK Propoſes to ſend a new edition of his 
poetical performances into the world, with- 
out either preface or introduction. I am ig- 
norant what motives may influence him to. 
this; except, perhaps, the great difficulty 
which a man finds in ſpeaking with propriety 
of himſelf and his own productions. How- 
ever, | cannot forbear thinking, that the ſin- 
gularity of Mr. BLackLock's circumſtances 
will, not only render a ſhort account of him 
and his performances acceptable to the cu- 
rious reader, but recommend his talents 
more to public obſervation. From this laſt 
conſideration I think myſelf bound in friend- 
ſhip to ſend you a few hints upon that ſubject, 
which you may throw into whatever form 
you ſhall ſee convenient. 


Our Author was born in the town of An- 
nan, 1oth Nov. 1721. His Relations, tho 
not altogether obſcure, were yet more di- 
ſtinguiſhed for innocence of life and inte- 


grity 


[wu } 
prity of manners, than either by their for- 
tune or ſtation in the world. His Parents 
propoſed, even from his birth, to beſtow 
ſuch an education upon their Son, as. might 
at once render him uſeful and independent. 
But, alas! thoſe fond. proſpects were early 
_ for ſcarcely had he enjoyed the 
of heaven five months, when he was 
derben of it by the ſmall-pox ; and redu- 
ced to that forlorn ſituation ſo feelin gly de- 
ſcribed by himſelf in his Soliloquy “. 


Hrs thoughts, therefore, were early and 
anxiouſly taken up with the unpleafing pro- 
ſpect of his future fortune, except when 
more agreeably diverted by reading, or the 
converſation of a few intimate friends. He 
ſoon began to. diſcover a fondneſs for Poetry; 
and, when he met with any thing ſtriking in 
that way (to uſe an expreſſion of his own) 
he was at once inchanted with its harmony, 
and kindled with its enthuſiaſm. Nor did 
his fondneſs ſtop here: for, from admirin 
he was ſoon led to imitate ; and, when ſcarce 
twelve years of age, he began to indulge his 
imagination in verſe. But thoſe little Eflays 
which were the produtt of that period of "Vis 
life, tho' ſome of them have'now a place a- 
mongſt his other works +, were only intend- 


ed 


® See Page 143145. + Page 73. 


18 
ed for his own amuſement, and induſtriouſſy 


kept from the view of all, except a few of 
his greateſt confidents. Theſe encouraged his 

rowing inclination for Poetry, and flattered 
him from time to time with the alluring 
hopes, that thoſe little excurſions of his un- 


tutored fancy were preſages of a real genius. 


 Tavs, contented with the mere pleaſure 
of compoling and the approbation of a few 
friends, he continued . till the year 1740, 
when his Father died. This, joined to a 
train of other circumſtances too tedious to 
mention, forced him out of that privacy and 
retirement which favoured his own inclinati- 
on 3 and obliged him to enlarge the ſphere 
ef his acquaintance. In conſequence of 
Which, ſome. of his per formantes fell into 
the hands of thoſe who had taſte enough to 
approve them, and humanity enough to wiſh 


his genius in circumſtances more favourable 


for its cultivation. But their good wiſhes, 
however ſincere, contributed little to his ad- 
Ne till he was ſent for to Edinburgh by 
that Gentleman to whom his firſt Opꝝ is in- 
ſcribed; who, with uncommon generoſity, 


indulged him in every thing neceflary to life 


and education for four years. After his re- 


turn from thence, anno 1745, while his ap- 


plication to learning was retarded by the diſ- 
6 ws 8 


r 


1 

order of the times, he publiſhed a Collection 
of Poems at Glaſgow + moſt of which, with 
the addition of ſeveral new pieces, will make 
up the Volume you are juſt now printing; 
but the former conſiderably improved by cor- 
rections. Since that period, he has conti- 
nued fix ſeaſons at the univerſity, ſtudying 
with particular attention moſt branches of po- 
lite literature ; at the fame time not unmind- 

ful of Poetry, his favourite purſuit. 
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InDIGENT. circumſtances and a dependent 
ſituation muſt, of themſelves, greatly depreſs 
the ſublimeſt genius, and check the moſt 
lively ſallies of imagination: but when 
theſe are joined (as in the caſe of our Au- 
thor) with a total deprivation of fight, and 
that from the earlieſt infancy ; theſe exgrti- 
ons of genius which diſplay themſelves thro' 
his poems, and would gain applauſe to ano-—- 
ther poſſeſſed of common advantages, miſt 
in him command our admiration.” 
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As it is by the ſenſes alone we receive 


thoſe various impreſſions which furniſh the 
foul with its firſt ſtock of ideas, and occaſion 
thoſe pleaſing ſenſations which make up a 
great part of human happineſs; where any 
of theſe avenues. of perception are obſtructed, 
the mind, ſo unfortunately ſituated, muſt, 
15019 | | 5 


( = ] 
of conſequence, be cut off from many advan- 
tages in point of knowledge and pleaſure, 
which are enjoyed by the reſt of mankind, 
But, of all the ſenſes, fight is univerſally e- 
ſteemed the 'moſt valuable; as it not only 
furniſhes our mind with the greateſt variety 
of ideas, but is, befides, a ſource of the moſt 
tranſporting pleaſures. Tis from this ſource, 
likewiſe; all ſuch materials muſt be derived, 
as are neceſſary to awaken the genius, and en- 


liven the fancy of thoſe who would excel in 
works of imagination. 


Mit Tow very pathetically repreſents the 
uſe and pleaſure which attend the poſſeſſion 
of this faculty, in his Third Book of Paradiſe 


Lops 


IT is generally agreed, that HoMER, for a 
conſiderable time, enjoyed the privilege of 
ſight; and 'tis known, that Mii r retain- 
ed the uſe of his, till he arrived at's: pretty 
advanced age: ſo that each of theſe'great po- 
ets had ſufficient time to lay in a full ore-of 
all thoſe beautiful images and allufions, 
which ſo heighten and animate their ſeveral _ 
deſcriptions: images and alluſions derived, 
not only from nature's productions, but like- 
wiſe drawn from the imitative arts. For, as 
the ſame genius naturally pays court to all 


* thoſe 


[x] 


thoſe daughters of AeoLLo, and as they mu- 
tually reflect a luſtre upon each other; that 
Poet muſt be at a conſiderable loſs, who 


can neither be elevated with- the pleaſure, 


nor allude to the beauties of painting, ſcul- 
pture, or architecture: not to mention the 


advantages ariſing from travel, and a tho- 


rough knowledge of the world, which are 
never to be obtained without the uſe of ſight. 


"Tis true, that, by means ; of a lively deen 
ption, we can, as it were, be Wb ee thro' 
the whole circle of nature ; or led into ſcenes 
where we may view an aſſemblage of all 
thoſe beauties united, which, ſcattered as they 


are, ſerve to imbelliſh the whole creation. 
But then, it muſt be obſerved, that thoſe - 


pleaſing images can never be painted in a 
mind that has not been previouſly acquainted 
with objects which are, at leaſt, ſimilar to 
thoſe deſcribed : far leſs, one would think, 
can it be expected from any in ſuch circum- 
ſtances to ſpeak diſtinctly of thoſe very 
things, of which they have not faculties ſuffi- 
cient to convey the ſmalleſt conceptions to 
themſelves. And yet, as has beeh juſtly ob- 
ſerved concerning ſome of thoſe performan- 
ces which are the ſubject of this letter, It 
muſt be matter of amuſement to the curious 
Reader to remark how well the Poet de- 


ſcribes 
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ſeribes objects which he never ſaw, and ex- 
preſſes, ſo as to be underſtood by others, 
thoſe ideas which he himſelf could never 

conceive.” "SEE 


Wexe I to deſcend to a more particular 
criticiſm on his performances, i ſhould only 
anticipate the judgment of the Reader, or re- 

t what has already been often faid to the 
advantage of thoſe formerly publiſhed. But, 
as DRYDEN ſays, | 


Poets loſe half the praiſe they would have got, 
Were it but known what they diſcreetly blot. 


And, indeed, thoſe productions which he has 
determined ſhall never ſee the light, for rea- 
ſons that could only affect a very delicate 
mind, abound with ſo many poetical beauties, 
that nothing can do him greater honour. Yet 
I muft ſtill except his private character; 
which, were it generally known, would re- 
commend. him more to the public eſteem, 
than the united talents of an accompliſhed 
writer, | 4 


I have often thought, that perſons poſſeſ- 
ſed of a large ſhare of benevolence, but la- 
bouring under a narrow fortune, ſuffer more 
ſenſibly from being denied the generous plea- 
ſure of communicating happineſs to others, 
than from the inconveniences which it may 


occaſion 


L xX J 
occaſion to themſelves. I have been more 
confirmed in this opinion, when I have 
heard our Poet repeat with great fervency the 
following lines, while, at the ſame time, not 
one murmur ſtole from him with reſpect te 
himſelf: £11 4" 106 PTS 
Eternal * King ! is there one hour 
To make me greatly bleſt; 
When I ſhall have it in my pow'r 
To ſuccour the diftreſt ? 
In vain, alas! my heart o'erflows 
Wich uſeleſs tenderneſs : 
Why muſt I feel another's woes, 
And cannot make them leſs ? 
Yet I this torture muſt endure : 
© *Tis not reſerv'd for me, 
To eaſe the ſighing of the poor; 
And ſet the pris'ner free. 


Tux many hours of pleaſure I have often 
enjoyed in Mr, BLacxLock's company, have 
made me as often regret, that one, whoſe 
uncommon genius, whoſe extenfive know- 
ledge, whoſe refined taſte and virtuous diſpo- 
fitipns render bim ſo well qualified to be uſe- 
ful to mankind, ſhould, neyertheleſs, be ſo 
little known, or diſtinguiſhed in the world. 
Iam, SIR, Yaur's, &c, 
DUMFRIES, =; x 
Dec. 15. 1753. 


| G. 6 | 
From HiszRAxicus's Letters. 


THE 
CONTENTS. 


ORACE, Ode I. imitated : Inſcribed to 
Dr. Joun STEvenson, Phyſician in Edin- 


burgh, Page 1 
Pſalm I. imitated, | 3 
An Hymn to the Supreme Being: In imitation of the 
CIV. P/abn, - 7" 
Pſalm CXXXIX. imitated, | 16 
An Hymn to Divine Love: In imitgtion of Spenſer, 2 r 
An Hymn to Benevolence, 24 
An Hymn to Fortitude, gi 26 
The Wiſh ſatisfied : An irregular Ode, © 35 
To Happineſs : An Ode, | E 
On EvanTaz's Abſence : An Ode, 44 


Fo a young Gentleman bound for Guinea : An Ode, 46 

An —_— Ode, ſent to a Lady on ber Marriage- 

Day, 51 
To 


— CS LNTSLS 
To a Coquet : An Ode, 8 


On the Refinements in een Philoſophy : An 
Ode, 58 

To Mrs, R-—, on the Death of «pn In- 
fant : An %,, 65 
An Ode, written when fick, 70 
To Health : An Ode, | | | 71 

To a little Girl whom I had offended : An Ode, Writ- 
ten at twelve Years of Age, 3 
To LesBia : Tranſlated from CatuLLus, 75 
A Tranſlation of an old Scots Song, : | 76 
Song :- To the tune of the Braes of Es, 79 
The Raviſh'd Shepherd : A Song, 1 81 
A Paſtoral Song, | 82 
On the Death of STELLA, a Paſtoral, inſcribe d to 
Ber Sifter, 87 
A Paſttal : Inſcribed to EvanTas, | 90 


The Plaintive Shepherd : A Paſtoral Elegy, 95 
Deſiderium Lutetiae, from BucHanan . alle- 


* gorical Paſtoral, in which he regrets bis abſence 
From Paris ; imitated, 3 100 


PLAN TURES: 


PriLanTHEs: A Monody : Jnſcribed to Miſs 
Dy H-; occaſioned by a ſeries of in- 
tereſting events which happened at Dumfries 
on Friday, June 12. 1752, particularly that 


of her Father's Death, 109 
The Wiſh: An Elegy. To URania, 125 
On the Death of Mr. Pors: An Elegy, 130 


A Soliloquy : Occaſioned by the Author's eſcape from 
falling into a-deep well, by the ſound of a fa- 
vourite Lap-dog*s'fett on the board with which.. 
it was covered, 141 

Elegy: To the memory of ConsranTIA, 156 

Eßpiſtle I. Je Clio: In anſwer to one in which ſhe 
informed me of her departure from Dumfries, 164 

Epiſtle II. To the ſame. From Edinburgh, 167 

Epiſtle III. To DoxinDa, with Venice Preſerv'd, 

| | . 

Epiſtle IV. To Miſs Ax NIE RAE, with the Ma- 
nual of Epictetus aud Tablature of Cebes, 169 

Prologue to OTaeLLo : Spoken by Mr. Love, at 
the opening of the Play-houſe in Dumfries, 170 


Prologue 


wi. CONTENT $: 
Prologue to HAMLET : Spoken by Mr. Love at 


Dumfries, | 172 

The Author's Picture, | 174 
An Extempore Epigram, on a Girl bringing in u 

Bottle of Wine, | 178 

To a Gentleman who aſked my ſentiments of him, ibid. 

On Punch : An Epigram, 179 

On Marriage: An Epigram, 180 

On the ſame : An Epigram, | 181 


An Epitaph on a favourite Lap- dag, ibid, 


P.O E M © 


SEVERAL OCCASIQNS. 


HORACE, ODE I. imiTaTED. 
Inſcribed * 


Dr. Jonx STEvenson Phyſician in Edinburgh. 


FRIEND to freedom's ſacred cauſe 
Who nobly arm'd for injur'd laws; 
By whoſe indulgence I aſpire 
To ſtrike the ſweet Horatian lyre: 
THERE are who on th. Olympic plain 
Delight the chariot's ſpeed to rein; 
Involv'd in glorious duſt, to roll; 
To turn with glowing wheel the goal; 
Who by repeated trophies riſe, 
And ſhare with Gods their pomp and ſkies. 
This, if the changeful crowd admire, 


Fermented ev'n to mad deſire, 1844 7 
A Their 


2 PO IM 83. on 


Their fool or villain to elate 

To all the honours of the ſtate; 

That, if his granary ſecures 

Whate'er th' autumnal ſun matures, 
Pleas'd his paternal field to plow, 
Remote from each ambitious view; 
Vaſt India's wealth would bribe in vain, 
- To launch the bark, and cut the main. 


Taz merchant, while the weſtern breeze 


Foments to rage th' Icarian ſeas, 

Urg'd by th' impending hand of fate, 

Extolls to heav'n his country- ſcat, 

Its ſweet retirement, fearleſs caſe, 

The fields, the air, the ſtreams, the trees ; 

Yet fits the ſhatter'd bark again, 

Reſolv'd to brave the tumid main, 

Reſolv'd all hazards to endure, 

Nor ſhun a plague, but, to be poor. 
Oxe with the free, the gen'rous bowl, 

Abſorbs his cares, and warms his ſoul : 

Now wrapt in eaſe, ſupinely laid 

Beneath the myrtle's am'rous ſhade ; 

Now where ſome ſacred fountain flows, 

Whole cadence lots. invites repoſe ; 


Li? 
air 7 « ® 
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al 


While 
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While half the ſultry ſummer's day 

On ſilent pinions ſteals away. 

Son boſoms boaſt a nobler flame, 

In fields of death to toil for fame, 

In war's grim front to tempt their fate, 

Curſt war ! which brides and mothers hate : 

As in each kindling hero's ſight 

Already glows the promis'd fight, 

Their hearts with more than tranſport bound, 

While drums and trumpets mix their ſound. 
UNMINDFUL of his tender wife, 

And ev'ry home felt bliſs of life, 

The huntſman, in th' unſhelter'd plains, 

Heav'n's whole inclemency ſuſtains; 

| Now ſcales the ſteepy mountain's ſide, 

Now tempts the torrent's headlong tide ; 

Whether his faithful hounds in view, 

With ſpeed ſome timid prey purſue; 

Or, if ſome monſter of the wood 

At once his hopes and ſnares elude. 
Goop to beſtow, like heav'n, is thine, 

Concurring in one great deſign ; 


i 


To cool the fever's burning rage, 
To knit the feeble nerves of age, x 
| . To 
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To bid young health, with pleaſure crawn'd, 
In roſy luſtre ſmile around. 

My humbler function ſhall I name, 
My ſole delight, my higheſt aim? 
 Taſpir'd through breezy ſhades to ſtray, 
Where choral nymphs and graces play ; 
Above th' unthinking herd to ſoar, 
Who fink forgot, and are no more; 

To ſnatch from fate an honeſt fame, 
Is all I hape, and all I claim; 

If to my vows Eurkxyr deign 
The Doric reed's mellifluent ſtrain, 
Nor PoLyHyMN14, darling Muſe! 
To tune the Leſbian harp refuſe. 
But, if you rank me with the choir, 
Who touch with happy hand the lyre ; 
Exulting to the ſtarry frame, 
Suſtain'd by all the wings of fame, 
With bays adorn'd I then ſhall ſoar, 

Obſcure, depreſs'd, and ſcorn'd no more; 
- While envy, vainly merit's foe, 

With ſable wings ſhall flag below ; 
And, doom'd to breathe a groſſer air, 


To FA my glorious height, deſpair, 


i PSALM 
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P 8 ALM I. IMITATED. 
O W bleſt the man, how more than bleſt ! 
Whoſe heart no 'guilty thoughts employ , 


God's endleſs ſunſhine fills his breaſt, 
And ſmiling conſcience whiſpers peace and joy. 


Fair rectitude's unerring way 

His heav'n-· conducted ſteps purſue; 
While crowds in guilt and error ſtray, 
Unſtain'd his ſoul, and undeceiv*d his view, 


While with unmeaning laughter gay, 
Scorn, on her throne erected high, 
Emits a falſe deluſive ray, 
To catch th? aſtoniſh'd gaze of folly's eye; 


Deep in herſelf his ſoul retir'd, 
Unmov'd beholds the meteor blaze, 
And, with all- perfect beauty fir'd, 
Nature, and nature's God, intent ſurveys. 


Him from high heav'n, her native ſeat, 
Eternal wiſdom's ſelf inſpires; 
While he with purpoſe*fix'd as fate, 
Purſyes her dictates, and her charms admires. 


In 


s of 
In ſunſhine mild, and temp'rate air, 
Where ſome refreſhing fountain flows, 


So, nurſt by nature's tend'reſt care, 
A lofty tree with autumn's treaſure glows, 


Around its boughs the ſummer gale 

With pleaſure waves the genial wing; 
There no unfriendly colds prevail, 

To chill the vigour of its endleſs ſpring. 


Amid its hoſpitable ſhade, 
Heav*n's ſweeteſt warblers tune the lay; 


Nor fhall its honours ever fade, 
Nor immature its plenteous fruit decay. 


By God's almighty arm ſuſtain'd, - 
Thus virtue ſoon or late ſhall riſe; 
Enjoy her conqueſt nobly gain'd, 
And ſhare immortal triumph in the ſkies, 


But fools, to ſacred wifdom blind, 
Who vice's tempting call obey, 

A diff *rent fate ſhall quickly find, 
To ev'ry roaring ſtorm an eaſy prey. 


Thus, 
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Thus, when the warring winds ariſe, 
With all their lawleſs fury driv'n, 

Light chaff or duſt inceſſant flies, 
Whirl'd in ſwift eddies thro? the vault of heav'n. 


When in tremendous pomp array'd, 
Deſcending from the op'ning ſky, 
With full omnipotence diſplay'd, 
Her God ſhall call on nature to reply : 


Then vice, with ſhame and grief depreſs'd, 
Transfix'd with horror and deſpair, 
Shall feel hell kindling in her breaſt, 


Nor to her judge prefer her trembling pray'r: 


For, with a father's fond regard, 
To bliſs he views fair virtue tend ; 
While vice obtains her juſt reward, 


And all her paths in deep perdition end. 


POEM 8 on 


An HYMN to the SUPREME BEING. 


In 1MITATION of the CIV. Pſalm. 


Quid prius dicam ſolitis parentis 
Laudibus? qui res hominum ac deorum, 
Qui mare et terras, variisgue mundum 
Temperat horis ? "Hows 


RISE, my ſoul! on wings ſeraphic riſe, 
And praiſe th almighty Sov'reign of the ſkies ; 
In whom alone eſſential glory ſhines, 


Which not the heav'n of heav'ns, nor boundleſs ow 4 
_ confines. 


Wren darkneſs rul'd with univerſal ſway, 
He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day, 
Firſt, faireſt offspring of th' omnific word 
Which like a garment cloath'd its ſov*'reign Lord. 
On liquid air he bade the columns riſe, 

That prop the ſtarry concave of the ſkies ; 
Diffus'd the blue expanſe from pole to pole, 
And ſpread circumfluent ther round the whole. 
Soo as he bids impetuous whirlwinds fly, 
To wing his ſounding chariot thro? the ſky ; 
Impetuous . 
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impetuous whirlwinds the command obey, 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep th' aerial way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on high, 
Unnumber'd hoſts of radiant heralds fly 
From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfin'd, 
As lightning ſwift, reſiſtleſs as the wind. 

Ix ambient air this pond'rous ball he hung, 
And bade its center reſt for ever ſtrong ; 
+ Heav'n, air, and ſea, with all their ſtorms, in vain 
Aſſault the baſis of the firm machine. 

Ar thy almighty voice old ocean raves, 
Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 
Nature lies mantled in a wat'ry robe, | 
And ſhoreleſs ocean revels round the globe; 
O'er higheſt hills the higher ſurges ciſe, 
Mix with the clouds, and meet the fluid ſkies. 
But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n, 
That ſhook th' eternal firmament of heav'n ; 
The grand rebuke th' affrighted waves obey, . 
And in confuſion ſcour their uncouth way; | 
And poſting rapid to the place decreed, 
Wind down the hills, and ſweep the humble mead, 
Reluctant in their bounds the waves ſubſide, 
The bounds, impervious to the laſhing tide, 
| | * | Reſtrain 
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Reſtrain its rage; whilſt, with inceſſant roar, 
It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore. 


By him, from mountains cloath'd in lucid ſnow, 


Through fertile vales the mazy rivers flow. 
HERE the wild horſe, unconſcious of the rein, 

That revels boundleſs o'er the wide campaign, 

Imbibes the ſilver ſurge, with heat oppreſt, 

To cool the fever of his glowing breaſt. 


_ Here riſing boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's pride, 


Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide ; 
While, gently perching on the leafy ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his various lay : 


And, while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, 


Creation echoes to the grateful ſound. 3 
Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends, 
Its tinctures brightens, and its arch extends: 
At the glad ſign the airy conduits flow, | 
Soften the hills, and chear the meads below : 
By genial fervour and prolific rain, | 
Swift vegetation runs thro? all the plain 4 
Nature, profuſely good, with bliſs o'erflows, 
And ſtill is pregnant, tho ſhe ſtill beſtows. 
Herz verdant paſtures wide extended lye, 
And yield the grazing herd exuberant ſupply. 


Luxuriant 
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Luxuriant waving. in the wanton air, 

Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care: 

Here vines mature with freſh carnation glow, 

And heav'n above diffuſes heav'n below. 

Ere& and tall here mountain cedars riſe, 

Wave in the ſtarry vault, and emulate the ſkies. 

Here the wing'd crowd, that ſkim the yielding air 

With artful toil their little domes prepare; | 

Here hatch their tender young, and nurſe the ri- 
ſing care. 

Up the ſteep hill aſcends the nimble doe, 

While timid conies ſcour the plains below, 

Or in the pendent rock elude the ſcenting foe. 

He bade the ſilver majeſty of night 

Revolve her circles, and encreaſe her light ; 

Aſſign'd a province to each rolling ſphere, 

And taught the ſun to regulate the year. 

At his command, wide hov'ring o'er the plain, 

Primaeval night reſumes her gloomy reign : 

Then from their dens, impatient of.delay, -. ©... I} 

The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, 

Howl thro? the ſpacious waſte, and chaſe their 
Irighted prey. | } 

| 0 
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Here ſtalks the ſhaggy monarch of the wood, 

Taught. from thy providence to aſk his food : 

To thee, O Father, to thy bounteous ſkies, 

He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes; 

He roars ; the deſart*trembles wide around, | 

And repercuſſive hills repeat the ſound. | 
Now orient gems the eaſtern ſkies adorn, 

And joyful, nature hails the op'ning morn : 

The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 

Fly to their ſhelters, and forget their prey. 

Laborious man with mod'rate ſlumber bleſt, 

Springs chearful to his toil from downy reſt ; 

Till grateful ev'ning, with her argent train, 

Bid labour ceaſe, and eaſe the weary ſwain. 
*« Hail! ſov'reign goodneſs, all productive mind! 

On all thy works thyſelf inſcrib'd we find: 

How various all, how variouſly endoyw'd, 

How great their number, and each part how good! 

How perfect then muſt the great Parent ſhine, 

Who, with one act of energy divine, 

Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign!” 
Wurkz' xn the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts purſue, 

Unbounded goodneſs riſes to my view; 


Nor 
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Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare ; 
Exhauſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care, 
Extends thro? all th' infinitude of ſpace, 
And circles nature with a kind embrace. 

THe azure kingdoms of the deep below, 
Thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhow : 
Here multitudes of various beings ſtray, . 
Crowd the profound, or on the ſurface play : 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore, 
And ev'ry product waft from ev'ry ſhore ; 
Hence meagre want expell'd, and ſanguine ſtrife, 
For the mild charms of cultivated life ; 
Hence ſocial union ſpreads from ſoul to ſoul, 
And India joins in friendſhip with the pole . 
Here the huge potent of the ſcaly train 
Enormous fails incumbent o'er the main 
An animated iſle, and in his way, 
Daſhes to heav'n's blue arch the foamy ſea: 
When ſkies and ocean mingle ſtorm and flame, 
Portending inſtant wreck to nature's frame, 
Pleas'd in the ſcene, he mocks with conſcious pride, 
The volley'd lightning, and the ſurging tide; 
And, while the wrathful elements engage, 
Foments with horrid ſport the tempeſt's rage. 

All 
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All thoſe thy watchful providence ſupplies, 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes; 
For them thou op'neſt thy exbauſtleſs ſore, 
Till the capacious wiſh can graſp no more. 


Bur, if one moment thou thy face ſhould'ſt hide, 


Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny'd, 
Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes, 
And vents her grief in univerſal cries : 
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
Wide o'er the nations ſpreads his diſmal reign ; 
Sea, earth, and air, the boundleſs ravage mourn, 
And all their hoſts to native duſt return. 
Bur when again thy glory is diſplay'd, 
Reviy'd creation lifts her chearful head ; 
New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 
And life rekindles at the genial ray : 
United thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, 
And heav'n and earth reſound their Maker's praiſe. 
Waen time ſhall in eternity be loſt, 
And hoary nature languiſh into duſt; 
For ever young thy glory ſhall remain, 
Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign, 
Thou, from the regions of eternal day, 
View'ſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey : 


Pleas'd 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 15 


Pleas'd, thou behold'ſt the whole propenſely tend 
Jo perfect happineſs, its glorious end. 
Ir thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Her baſis trembles, and her offspring dies: 
Thou ſmit'ſt the hills, and, at th* Almighty blow, 
Their ſummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 

WaHiLE this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame z 
To thee my ardent praiſes ſhall be borne 
On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn : 
The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 
And nature in full choir ſhall join around. 
When full of thee my ſoul excurſive flies 

Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies ; 
From world to world, new wondets till J find, 
And all the God-head flaſhes on my mind. 
When wing'd with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take its flight 
To the deep boſom of eternal night, | 
To thee my ſoul ſhall endleſs praiſes pay: | 
Join, men and angles, join th' exalted lay ! 


PSALM 1 
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PSALM C XXX. 1MITATED. 


IE, O my God! thy piercing eye, 
In motion, or at reſt ſurveys; 
If to the lonely couch I fly, 

Or travel through frequented ways; 
Where'er I move, thy boundleſs reign, 
Thy mighty preſence circles all the ſcene. 


Where ſhall my thoughts from thee retire, 
Whoſe view pervades my inmoſt heart! 
The latent, kindling, young deſire, 
The word, ere from my lips it part, 
To thee their various forms diſplay, 
And ſhine reveal'd in thy unclouded day. 


Behind me if I turn my eyes, 
Or forward bend my wand'ring fight, 
Whatever objects round me rife 
Through the wide fields of air and light 
With thee impreſs'd each various frame, 


The forming, moving, preſent God proclaim. | 
Father 
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Father of all, omniſcient Mind, 
Thy wiſdom who can comprehend ? 
Its higheſt point what eye can find, 
Or to its loweſt depths deſcend ? 
That wiſdom, which, ere things began, 
Saw full expreſt th all-comprehending plan! 


What dark receſs, what diſtant clime, 

Beyond thy reach, ſhall I purſue ? 
What cave profound, what ſtar ſublime, 

Shall hide me from thy boundleſs view ? 
Where from thy ſpirit ſhall I fly, . 
Diffuſive, vital, felt chroꝰ earth and ſky ? | 


If up to heav'n's aetherial height, 

Thy proſpect to elude, I riſe; 
In ſplendour there, ſeverely bright, 

Thy preſence ſhall my ſight ſurpriſe . 
There, beaming from their ſource divine, 
In full meridian, light and beauty ſhine. 


Beneath the pendent globe if laid, 
It plung'd in hell's abyſs profound, 
I call on night's impervious ſhade 
To ſpread eſſential blackneſs round; 
Conſpicuous to thy wide ſurvey, 
Ev'n hell's grim horrors kindle into dax. 
C Thee, 
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Thee, mighty God! my wond'ring ſoul, 
Thee, all her conſcious pow'rs adore ; 

Whoſe being circumſcribes the whole, 
Whoſe eyes its utmoſt bounds explore : 

Alike illum'd by native light, 

Amid the ſun's full blaze, or gloom of night. 


If through the fields of aether borne, 
The living winds my flight ſuſtain; 
If on the roſy wings of morn, 
I ſeek the diſtant weſtern main; 
There, O my God ! thou ſtill art found, 
Thy pow'r upholds me, and thy arms ſurround. 


Thy eſſence fills this breathing frame, 
It glows in ev'ry conſcious part; 
Lights up my ſoul with livelier flame, 
And feeds with life my beating heart: 
Unfelt along my veins it glides, 
And through their mazes rolls the purple tides. 


While, in the filent womb inclos'd, 
A growing embrio yet I lay, 
Thy hand my various parts diſpos'd, 
Thy breath infus'd life's genial ray; 
Till, finiſh'd by thy wond'rous plan, 
I roſe the dread majeſtic form of man. 


7 
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To thee, from whom my being came, 
Whoſe ſmile is all the heav'n I know, 

Replete with all my wond'rous theme, 
To thee my votive ſtrains ſhall flow: 


Great ArcHeTyYPE ! who firſt deſign'd, 
Expreſſive of thy glory, human kind. 


Who can the ſtars of heav'n explore, 
The flow'rs that deck the verdant plain, 
Th' unnumber'd ſands that form the ſhore, 
The drops that ſwell the ſpacious main? 
Let him thy wonders publiſh round, | 
Till earth and heav*n's eternal throne reſound. 


As ſubterraneous flames confin'd, 

From earth's dark womb impetuous riſe, 
The conflagration, fann'd by wind, 

Wraps realms, and blazes to the ſkies : 
In lightning's flaſh, and thunder's roar, 
Thus vice ſhall feel the tempeſt of thy pow'r. 


Fly then, as far as pole from pole, 
Ye ſons of ſlaughter, quick retire ; 

At whoſe approach my kindling ſoul 
Awakes to unextinguiſh'd ire: 

Fly ; nor provoke the thunder's aim, 


You, who in ſcorn pronounce th' Almighty's name. 
The 
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The wretch, who dares thy pow'r defy, 
| And on thy vengeance loudly call, 
On him nor pity's melting eye, 

Nor partial favour e'er ſhall fall: 
Still ſhall thy foes be mine, ſtill ſhare 
Unpity'd torture, and unmixt deſpair. 


Behold, O God ! behold me ſtand, 
And to thy ſtrict regard diſcloſe 
Whate'er was acted by my hand, 
Whate'er my inmoſt thoughts propoſe : 
If vice indulg'd their candour ſtain, 
Be all my portion bitterneſs and pain. 


But, O! if nature, weak and frail, 
To ſtrong temptations oft give wayz - 
If doubt or paſſion oft prevail, 
O'er wand'ring reaſon's feeble ray: 
Let not thy frowns my fault reprove, 
But guide thy cREATURE with a FaTHER's love. 


An 
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An HY MN To DIVINE LOVE. 


In imitation of SPENSER. 


I. | 
O more of lower flames, whoſe pleaſing rage 


With ſighs and ſoft complaints I weakly fed; 
At whoſe unworthy ſhrine, my budding age, | 
And willing Muſe their firſt devotion paid. 
Fly, nurſe of madneſs, to eternal ſhade : 
Far from my ſoul abjur'd and baniſh'd fly, 
And yield tonobler fires, that lift the ſoul more high. 


II. 
O Loves ! coeval with thy parent God, 


To thee I kneel, thy preſent aid implore; 
At whoſe celeſtial voice and pow'rful nod, 
Old diſcord fled, and chaos ceas'd to roar, 


Light ſmil'd, and order roſe, unſeen before, 
But in the plan of the eternal Mind, 
When God deſign'd the work, and lov'd the work 
deſign'd. | 


III. Thou 
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| HI. 
Thou fill'd'ſt the waſte of ocean, earth, and air, 


With multitudes that ſwim, or walk, or fly: 


From rolling worlds deſcends thy gen'rous care, 

To inſect crowds that 'ſcape the niceſt eye: 

For each a ſphere was circumfcrib'd by thee, 
To bleſs, and to be blefs*d their nobleſt end; 


To which, with ſpeedy courſe, they all unerring tend. 


. | 
Conſcious of thee, with nobler pow'rs endu'd, 
Next man, thy darling, into being roſe, 
Immortal, form'd for high beatitude, 
Which neither end nor interruption knows, 
Till evil couch'd in fraud began his woes: 
Then to thy aid was boundleſs wiſdom join'd, 
And for apoſtate man redemption thus deſign'd. 


6 V. 
By thee, his glories veiPd in mortal ſhroud, 
God's darling offspring left his ſeat on high ; 
And heav'n and earth, amaz'd and trembling, view'd 
Their wounded Sov'reign groan, and bleed, and die. 
By thee, in triumph to his native ſky, 

On angels wings, the victor God aſpir'd, 


Relenting juſticeſmil'd, and frowning wrath retir'd. 
| | VI. To 
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VI. 

To thee, munific, ever-flaming Love ! 

One endleſs hyma united nature ſings : 

To thee the bright inhabitants above 

Tune the glad voice, and ſweep the warbling ſtrings. 
From pole to pole, on ever-waving wings, 

Winds waft thy praiſe, by rolling planets tun'd; 
Aid then, O Love! my voice to emulate the ſound. 


VII. Rog. 
It comes! it comes! I feel internal day; 
Transfuſive warmth through all my boſom glows; 
My ſoul expanding gives the torrent way; 
Thro' all my veins it kindles as it flows. 
Thus, raviſh'd from the ſcene of night and woes 
| Oh! ſnatch me, bear me to thy happy reign 3 
There teach my tongue thy praiſe i e exalted 


ſtrain. 


An 
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An HYMN to BENEVOLENCE. 


H ATL! ſource of tranſport ever new; 
While I thy ſtrong impulſe purſue, 
] raſte a joy ſincere 
Too vaſt for little minds to know, 
Who on themſelves alone beſtow 
Their wiſhes and their care. 


Daughter of God! delight of man 
From thee felicity began; 
Which ſtill thy hand ſuſtains : 


By thee ſweet Peace her empire ſpread, : 
Fair Science rais'd her laurel'd head, 


And Diſcord gnafh'd in chains. 


Far as the pointed ſun-beam flies 

Through peopled earth and ſtarry ſkies, 
All nature owns thy nod : 

We ſee its energy prevail 

Through Being's ever- rifing ſcale, 
From nothing ev'n to God. 


B 


Envy Ic 
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Envy, that tortures her own heart 

With plagues and ever-burning ſmart, 
Thy charms divine expel : 

Aghaſt ſhe ſhuts her livid eyes, 

And, wing'd with tenfold fury, flys 
To native night and hell, 


By thee inſpir'd, the gen'rous breaſt, 
In bleſſing others only bleſt, 

With goodneſs large and free, 
Delights the widow's tears to ſtay, 
To teach the blind their ſmootheſt way, 

And aid the feeble knee. 


O come! and o'er my boſom reign, 
Expand my heart, inflame each vein, 
Through ev'ry action ſhine ; 
Each low, each ſelfiſh wiſh controul, 
With all thy eflence warm my ſoul, 
And make me wholly thine. 


Nor let fair Virtue's mortal bane; 

The ſoul-contrafting thirſt of gain, 
My fainteſt wiſhes ſway; 

By her poſſeſs d, ere hearts refine, 

In hell's dark depth ſhall mercy ſhine, 


And kindle endleſs day. 
D 
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If from thy ſacred paths I turn, 

Nor feel their griefs, while others mourn, 
Nor with their pleaſures glow : 
Baniſh'd from God, from bliſs, and thee, 

My own tormentor let me be, 
And groan in hopeleſs woe. 


AN HYMN To FORTITUDE. 


IG HT, brooding o'er her mute domain, 
In rayleſs ſilence wraps her reign ; 
Clouds preſs on clouds, and, as they riſe, 
Condenſe to ſolid gloom the ſkies. 
PorTENToOvs, through the foggy air, 
To wake the Daemon of deſpair, 
The raven hoarſe, and boding ow], 
To HECATE curſt anthems howl. 
INTENT with execrable art, 
To burn the veins, and tear the heart, 
The witch, unhallow'd bones to raiſe, 
Through fun'ral vaults and charnels ſtrays ; 
Calls the damn'd ſhade from ev'ry cell, 


And adds new labours to their hell. 
| AnD, 


Be M5 Tb ut 4. aud aa. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 27 


AnD, ſhield me heav'n! what hollow ſound, 
Like fate's dread knell, runs echoing round? 
The bell ſtrikes one, that magic hour, 

When rifing fiends exert their pow'r. 

And now, ſure now, ſome cauſe unbleſt 

Breathes more than horror thro* my breaſt ; 

How deep the breeze | how dim the light! 

What ſpectres ſwim before my fight! 

My frozen limbs pale terror chains, 

And in wild eddies wheels my brains: 

My icy blood forgets to roll, 

And death ev'n ſeems to ſeize my foul, 

What ſacred pow'r, what healing art, 

Shall bid my ſoul herſelf aſſert 

Shall rouze th' immortal active flame, 

And teach her whence her being came? 
O ForTiTupe ! divinely bright, 

O Virtue's child, and man's delight 

Deſcend, an amicable gueſt, 

And with thy firmneſs ſteel my breaſt : 

Deſcend, propitious to my lays, 

And, while my lyre reſounds thy praiſe, 

With energy divinely ſtrong 

Exalt my ſoul, and warm my ſong. 

| Wurd 
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Ware raving in eternal pains, 

And loaded with ten thouſand chains. 
Vice, deep in PHLEGETON, yet lay, 

Nor with her viſage blaſted day; 

No fear to guiltleſs man was known, 

For God and Virtue reign'd alone. 
But, when from native flames and night, 
The curſed monſter wing'd her flight, 
Pale Fear, among her hideous train, 
Chas'd ſweet Contentment from her reign; 
Plac'd death and hell before each eye, 

And wrapt in miſt the golden ſky; ; 
Baniſh'd from day each dear delight, 

And ſhook with conſcious ſtarts the night. 

Wren, from th' imperial ſeats on high, 

The Lord of nature turn'd his eye, | 
To view the ſtate of things below; 

Still bleſt to make his creatures fo ; 

From earth he ſaw ASTRaza fly, 
And ſcek her manſions in the ſky 
Peace, crown'd with olives, left her throne, 
And white-rob'd Innocence was gone : 
While Vice, reveal'd in open day, 

Sole tyrant, rul'd with iron ſway; 
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And Virtue veiPd her weeping charms, 
And fled for refuge to his arms, 

Her altars ſcorn'd, her ſhrines defac'd, 
Whom thus th' eſſential Good addreſs'd, 
. THrov, whom my ſoul adores alone, 

Effulgent ſharer of my throne, 
Fair empreſs of eternity 
Who uncreated reign'ſt like me; 
Whom I, who ſole and boundleſs ſway, 
With pleaſure infinite obey ; 
To yon diurnal ſcenes below, 
Who feel their folly in their woe, 
Again propitious turn thy flight, 
* Again oppoſe yon tyrant's might; | 
To earth thy cloudleſs charms diſcloſe, 
Revive thy friends, and blaſt thy foes : 
Thy triumphs man ſhall raptur'd ſee, 
Act, ſuffer, live, and die for thee. 
But ſince all crimes their hell contain, 
Since all muſt feel who merit pain, 
Let FoxTiTvuDe thy ſteps attend, 
And be, like thee, to man a friend; 
To urge him on the arduous road, 
That leads to virtue, bliſs, and God 
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To blunt the ſting of ev'ry grief, 
And be to all a near relief.” 

Hz faid ; and ſhe, with ſmiles divine, 
Which made all heay*n more brightly ſhine, - 
To earth return'd with all her train, 

And brought the golden age again. 

Since erring mortals, unconſtrain'd, 

The God, that warms their breaſt, profan'd, 
She, guardian of their joys no more, 
Could only leave them, and deplore : 
They, now the eaſy prey of pain, 

Curſt in their wiſh, their choice obtain; 
Till, arm'd with heav'n and fate, ſhe came 
Her deftin'd honours to reclaim. | 
Vice and her ſlaves beheld her flight, 

And fled like birds obſcene from light, 
Back to th* abode of plagues return, 

To fin and ſmart, blaſpheme and burn. 

Tnou, Goddeſs! ſince, with ſacred aid, 
Haſt ev'ry grief and pain allay'd, 

To joy converted ev'ry ſmart, 
And plac'd a heav'n in ev'ry heart: 
By thee we act, by thee ſuſtain, 
Thou ſacred antidote of pain! 
|; | At 
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At thy great nod the * Arps ſubſide, 

Reluctant rivers turn their tide ; 

With all thy force ALc1DEs warm'd, 

Alone againſt oppreſſion arm'd: 

By thee his mighty nerves were ſtrung, 

By thee his ſtrength for ever young; 

While on gigantic vice he preſs'd, 

His vigour with his foes increas'd. 

By thee, like Jovz's almighty hand, 

Ambition's havock to withſtand, 

+ TiMoLEoN roſe, the ſcourge of fate, 

And hurl'd a tyrant from his ſtate 3 

The brother in his ſoul ſubdu'd, 

And warm'd the poniard in his blood 

A ſoul by ſo much virtue fir'd, 

Not GRE ROE alone, but Heav'n admir'd. 
Bur in thoſe dregs of human kind, 


Thoſe days to guilt and fear reſign'd, 

How rare ſuch views the heart expand 
In danger's front unmov'd to ſtand ; 0 
4 Like 


* Alluding to the hiſtory of HAN xIBAL. 


+ Tixol RO, having long in vain importun'd his brother to 
reſign the deſpotiſm of SYracvss, at laſt reſtored the liberty 
of the people, by ſtabbing him. Vid. PLuT. 
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Like heav*n's almighty pow'r, ſerene, 
With fix'd regard to view the ſcene, 
When nature quakes beneath the ſtorm, 
And horror wears its direſt form. 
Though future worlds are now deſcry'd, 
Though Paul has writ, and Ixsus dy'd, 
Diſpell'd the dark infernal ſhade, 

And all the heav'n of heav'ns diſplay'd ; 
Curſt with unnumber'd groundleſs fears, 
How pale yon ſhiv'ring wretch appears 
For him the day-light ſhines in vain, 
For him the fields no joys contain 
Nature's whole charms to him are loſt, 
No more the woods their muſic boaſt ; 


No more the meads their vernal bloom, 


No more the gales their tich perfume: 
Impending miſts deform the ſky, 

And beauty withers in his eye. 

In hopes his terror to elude, 

By day he mingles with the crowd ; 
vlt finds his ſoul to fears a prey, 

In buſy crowds, and open day. 

If night alone his walk ſurpriſe, 

What horrid viſions round him riſe 


That 
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| That blaſted oak, which meets his way, 
Shown by the meteor's ſudden ray, 

The midnight murd'rer's known retreat; 
Felt heav*n's avengeful bolt of late ; 
The claſhing chain, the groan profound, 
Loud from yon ruin'd tow'r reſound ; 
And now the ſpot he ſeems to tread, 
Where ſome ſelf-laughter'd corſe was laid: 
Beneath his ſteps earth ſeems to bend, 


Deep murmurs from her caves aſcend ; 
Till all his ſoul, by fancy ſway'd, 

Sees lurid phantoms crowd the ſhade ; 

While ſhrouded manes palely ſtare, 

And beck*ning wiſh to breathe their care : 

Thus real woes from falſe he bears, 

And feels the death, the hell he fears. 

O thou! whoſe ſpirit warms my ſong, 


With energy divinely ſtrong 
Erect his ſoul, confirm his breaſt, 
And let him know the ſweets of reſt ; 


Till ev'ry human pain and care, 
All that may be, and all that are, 
But falſe imagin'd ills appear 
Beneath our hope, our grief, or fear. 
| E And 


— — — — 
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And, if I right invoke thy aid, 

By thee be all my woes allay'd ; 

With ſcorn inſtru&t me to defy 
Impoſing fear, and lawleſs joy 

To ſtruggle thro? this ſcene of ſtrife, 
The pains of death, the pangs of life; 
With conſtant brow to meet my fate, 
And meet ſtill more, EvanTae's hate. | 
And, when ſome ſwain her charms ſhall claim, 
Who feels not half my gen'rous flame, 
Whoſe cares her angel- voice beguiles, 

On whom ſhe bends her heay'nly ſmiles ; 
For whom ſhe weeps, for whom ſhe glows, 
On whom her treaſur'd ſoul beſtows; 
When perfect mutual joy they ſhare, 

Ah! joy enhanc'd by my deſpair ! 

Mix beings in each flaming kiſs, 

And bleſt {till rife to higher bliſs : 

Then, then, exert thy utmoſt pow'r, 

And teach me being to endure; 

Leſt reaſon from the helm ſhould ſtart, 
And lawleſs fury rule my heart; 

Leſt madneſs all my ſoul ſubdue, 

To aſk her Maker, What doſt thou? 


Yet, 
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Yet, couldſt thou in that dreadful hour, 
On my rack'd foul all LzTaz-pour, 
Or fan me with the gelid breeze, 


That chains in ice th? indignant ſeas ; 
Or wrap my heart in tenfold ſteel, 
I ſtill am man, and ſtill muſt feel. 


THE WISH $ATISFIED: 
An IRREGULAR ODE. 


2 BY I. 
OO long, my ſoul } thou'rt toſt below, 


From hope to hope, from fear to fear : 
How great, how laſting ev'ry woe ! | 
Each joy how ſhort, how inſincere! 


II. 
Turn around thy ſearching eyes 


— an. — 


Thro' all the bright varieties; 
And, with exacteſt care, | | 
Select from all the ſhining crowd, 
Some laſting joy, ſome ſov'reign good, 
And fix thy wiſhes there. 
III. With 
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III. 
With toil amaſs a mighty ſtore 


Of glowing ſtones, or yellow ore; 
Plant the fields with golden grain, 
Crowd with lowing herds the plain, 
Bid the marble domes aſcend, 
Bid the pleaſant view extend, 
Streams and groves and woods n 
And ſpring and autumn fill the year: 
Sure, theſe are joys, full, permanent, ſincere; 
Sure, now each boundleſs wiſh can afk no more. 


| IV. 
On roſes now reclin'd, - 


I languiſh into reſt ; 
No vacuum in my mind, 
No craving with unbleſt ; 
But ah! in vain, 
Some abſent joy ſtill gives me pain, 


By toys elated, or by toys depreſt. 

* 1 44) 

What melting joy can ſooth my grjef? | V 
What balmy pleaſure yield my ſoul relief; 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 37 


'Tis found; the bliſs already warms, 
Sunk in love's perſuaſive arms, 
Enjoying and enjoy'd : 
To taſte variety of charms 
Be ev'ry happy hour employ'd. 
| | VI. 
As the ſpeedy moments roll, \ 
Let ſome new joy conſpire z 
HRE, fill the roſy bowl; 
Oxrynevs, tune the lyre ; 
To new-born rapture wake the ſoul, 
And kindle young deſire : 
While, a beauteous choir around, 
Tuneful virgins join the ſound, 
Panting boſoms, ſpeaking eyes, 


Yielding ſmiles, and trembling ſighs : 
Thro? melting error let their voices rove, 


And trace th inchanting maze of harmony and love. 
7K vn. T0008 
Still, ſtill inſatiate of delight 
My wiſhes open, as my joys increaſe : 
What now ſhall ſtop their reſtleſs flight, 
And yield them kind redreſs? 


* For 
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For ſomething ſtill unknown I ſigh, 
Beyond what ſtrikes the touch, the ear, the eye: 
Whence ſhall I ſeek, or how purſue 
The phantom, that eludes my view, 

And cheats my fond embrace? 

VIII. 

Thus, while her wanton toils fond pleaſure ſpread, 
By ſenſe and paſſion blindly led, 
1 chac'd the Syren thro' the flow'ry maze, 
And courted death ten thouſand ways: 
Kind heav'n beheld, with pitying eyes, 
My reſtleſs toil, my fruitleſs fighs ; 
And, from the realms of endleſs day, 
A bright Immortal wing'd his way ; 


Swift as a ſun-beam down he flew, 
And ſtood diſclos'd, effulgent to my view. 


Fond man, he cry'd, thy fruitlefs ſearch forbear; 
Nor vainly hope, within this narrow ſphere, 
A certain happineſs to find, 
Unbounded as thy wiſh, eternal as thy EY 
In God, in perfect good alone, 
The anxious ſoul can find repoſe ; 
Nor to a bliſs beneath his throne, 
One hour of full enjoyment owes : 
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He, only he, can fill each wide deſire, 

Who to each wiſh its being gave; 
Not all the charms which mortal wiſhes fire, 
Not all which angels in the ſkies admire, 


But God's paternal ſmile, can bid it ceaſe to crave. 


Him then purſue, without delay 

He is thy prize, and virtue is thy way. 

Then to the winds his radiant plumes he ſpread, 

And from my wond'ring eyes, more ſwift than 
lightning, fled, 


To HAPPINESS: Ax ODE. 


: I. 
HE morning dawns, the ev'ning ſhades 
Fair Nature's various face diſguiſe ; 
No ſcene to reſt my heart perſuades, 
No moment frees from tears my eyes: 
Whate'er once charm'd the laughing hour, 
Now boaſts no more its pleaſing pow'r; 
Each former object of delight, 
Beyond redemption, wings its flight; 
And, where it ſmil'd the darling of my ſight, 
Proſpects of woe and horrid phantoms riſe. 
KV 
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II. 
O HarrIxxss ] immortal Fair, 
Where does thy ſubtil eſſence dwell ? 
Doſt thou relax the Hermit's care, 
| Companion in the lonely cell ? 
Or, doſt thou on the ſunny plain 
Inſpite the reed, and chear the ſwain? 
Or, ſcornful of each low retreat, 
| On fortune's favour doſt thou wait; 
And, in the gilded chambers of the great, 
Protract the reve], and the pleaſure ſwell ? 


III. 
Ah me! the Hermit's cell explore; 
Thy abſence he, like me, complains ; 
While murm'ring ſtreams along the ſhore, 
Echoe the love-ſick ſhepherd's ſtrains : 
Nor, where the gilded domes aſpire, 
Deign'ſt thou, O Goddeſs ! to retire: 
Though there the loves and graces play, 
Though wine and muſic court thy ſtay; 
Thou fly'ſt, alas! and who can trace thy way, 
Or ſay what place thy heav'nly form contains ? 


TV. If 
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IV. 
If to mankind I turn my view; 
Flatter'd with hopes of ſocial joy; 
Rapine and blood“ mankind purſue, 
As God had form'd them to deſtroy, 
Diſcord, at whoſe tremendous view | 
Hell quakes with horror ever new, 
No more by endleſs night depreſt; 
Pours all her venom thro? each breaſt: 
And, while deep groans and carnage is increas'd, 
Smiles grim, the riſing miſchief to enjoy. 
V. 
Hence, hence, indignant turn thy eyes; 
To my dejected ſoul I ſaid; 
See, to the ſhade EvanTas flies; 
Go, find EVAanTHE in the ſhade : 
Her angel- form thy ſight ſhall charm, 
Thy heart her angel-goodneſs warm; 
There, ſhall no wants thy ſteps purſue; 
No wakeful care contract thy brow z 
Muſic each ſound, and beauty ev'ry view, 


Shall ev'ry ſenſe with full delight invade, 
F VI. Exulting 


* This Ode was written in the year 1745. 
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| VI. 
Exulting in the charming thought, 
Thither with haſty ſteps I preſs ; 
And, while th* inchanting maid I ſought, 
Thank'd heav'n for all my paſt diſtreſs : 
Increafing hopes my journey chear'd, 
And now in reach the bliſs appear d; 
Grant this ſole boon, O fate! I cry'd; 
Be all thy other gifts deny'd, 
In this ſhall all my wiſhes be ſupply'd ; 
And ſure a love like mine deſerves no leſs. 
Ty. 
In vain, alas! in vain my pray'r, 
Fate mix'd the accents with the wind; 
Th' illuſive form diſſolv'd in air, 
And left my ſoul to grief reſign' d: 
As far from all my hopes ſhe flies, 
As deepeſt ſeas from loftieſt ſkies : 
Yet, ſtill, on fancy deep impreſt, 
The ſad, the dear ideas reſt; 
Yet ſtill the recent ſorrow heaves my breaſt, 


Hangs black ofer life, and preys upon my mind. 


VIII. Ah! 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 43 


| | VIIE. 
Ah! Goddeſs, ſcarce to mortals known, 


Who with thy ſhadow madly ſtray, 
At length from heav'n, thy ſacred throne, 
Dart through my ſoul one chearful ray: 
Ah! with ſome ſacred lenient art, 
Allay the anguiſh of my heart; 
Ah! teach me, patient to ſuſtain 
Life's various ſtores of grief and pain; 
Or, if 1 thus prefer my pray'r in vain, 
Soon let me find thee in eternal day, 


ON 
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ON EUANTHE's ABSENCE; 


| I. é 
LEST heav' n! and thou, fair world below ! 
B Is there no cure to ſooth ay ſmart? e 
No balm to heal a lover's woe, 
Thar bids his eyes for ever flow, 
Contumes his ſoul, and pines his heart ? 
And will no friendly arm above 
Relieve my tortur'd ſoul from love? , 
ts Il. 
As ſwift deſcending ſhow'rs of rain 
Deform with mud the cleareſt ſtreams ; 
As riſing miſts heav'n's azure ſtain, = 
Ting'd with Aurora's bluſh in vain; 
As fades the flower in mid-day beams: 
On life thus tender ſorrows prey, 
And wrap in gloom its promis'd day. 


III. Ye 


/ 
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III. 
Ye plains, where dear Eu AN TRE ſtrays, 


Ye various objects of her view, 
Be deck'd in beauty's perfect blaze; 
Let all its forms, and all its rays, 
Where'er:ſhe turns, her eyes purſue: 
All fair, as ſhe, let nature ſhine: 
Ah! then, how lovely l how divine! 
. 
Where'er the thymy vales deſcend, 
And breathe ambroſial fragrance round, 
Eternal Truth, thy line extend, 
And teach the proſpect where to as; $4 


While woods or mountains mark the bak 


That each fair ſcene which ſtrikes her eye, 
May charm with ſweet variety, 

Wo OR 
Ye ftreams, that, in perpetual flow, 

Still warble on your mazy way, 
Murmur EvanTae, as you go; 
Murmur a love-ſick Poet's woe: 5 

Ye feather'd warblers, j Join the lay þ 
Sing how 1 ſuffer, how complain; 

Vet name not him who feels the pain. 


VI. And 
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VI. 

And thou, eternal ruling Pow'r! 

If ſpotleſs virtue claims thy care, 
Around unheard of bleſſings ſnow'r; 
Let ſome new pleaſure crown each hour, 

And niake her bleſt, as good and fair ; 
Of all thy works, to mortals known, 
The beſt and faireſt ſhe alone. 


To a Young GENTLEMAN bound for Guinea: 


An ODE. 


I. 
TTEND the muſe, whoſe numbers flow 
Faithful to ſacred friendſhip's woe 
And let the Scotian lyre 
Obtain thy pity and thy care: 
While thy lov'd walks and native air 
- The ſolemn ſounds inſpire. 


II. That 
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II. 
That native air, thoſe walks, no more 
Bleſt with their fav'rite, now deplore, 
And join the plaintive train : 
While, urg'd by winds and waves, he flies, 
Where unknown ſtars, thro* unknown ſkies, 
Their trackleſs courſe maintain. 


III. 
Yet think: by ev'ry keener ſmart, 
That thrills a friend or brother's heart; 
By all the griefs that riſe, 
And with dumb anguiſh heave the breaſt, 
Wben abſence robs the ſoul of reſt, 
And ſwells with tears the eyes: 


IV. 
By all our ſorrows ever new, 
Think whom you fly, and what purſue; 
And judge by your's our pain: 
From friendſhip's dear tenacious arms, 
You fly, perhaps, to war's alarms, 
To angry ſkies and main. 


47 
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The ſmiling plain, the ſolemn ſfiade, 


Wich all the various charms diſplayd, 
That ſummer's face adorn ; 

Summer; with all that's gay or ſweet, 

With tranſport longs thy ſenſe to meet, 
And courts thy dear return, 


VI. 
The gentle ſun, the fanning gale; 


The vocal wood, the fragrant vale, 


Thy preſence all implore : 
Can then a waſte of ſea and ſky, | 
That knows no limits, charm thy eye, 
Thy ear the tempeſt's roar ? 


VIE. 
But why ſuch weak attractions name, 
While ev'ry warmer ſocial claim 
Demands the mournful lay ? 


Ah! hear a brother's mournful ſighs, - 


Thro? rears, behold a ſiſter's eyes 
 Emit a faded ray. 


VIII. Thy. 
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VIII. | 

Thy young allies, by nature taught 
To feel the tender pang of thought, 
Which friends in abſence claim; 


To thee, with ſorrow all-ſincere, 
Oft pay the tributary tear, 
Oft liſp with joy thy name. 
IX. 
Nor theſe thy abſence mourn alone, 
O dearly lov'd! tho? faintly known; 
One yet unſung remains: 
Nature, when ſcarce fair light he knew, 
Snatch'd heav'n, earth, beauty, from his view, 
And darkneſs round him reigns. 


X. 
The muſe with pity view'd his doom; 
And, darting thro? th' eternal gloom 
« An intelleCtual ray, 
Bade him with muſic's voice inſpire 
| The plaintive flute, the ſprightly lyre, 
And tune th' impaſſion'd lay. 


2.2% GS XI. Thus, 
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XI. 
Thus, tho' deſpairing of relief, 
With ev'ry mark of heart - felt grief, 
Thy abſence we complain: 
While now, perhaps, th' auſpicious gale 
Invites to ſpread the flying ſail, 
Angd all our tears are vain, | 


XII. 

Protect him heav'n: but hence each fear; 
Since endleſs goodneſs, endleſs care 
This mighty fabric guides; 
Commands the tempeſt where to ſtray, 
Directs the lightning's ſlanting way, 
And rules the refluent tides. 


- 


XIII. 
See, from th' effulgence of his reign, 
With pleas'd ſurvey, OMn1scrtence deign 
Thy wondrous worth to view : 
See, from the realms of endleſs day, 
Immortal guardians wing their way, 
And all thy ſteps purſue, 


XIV. If 
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If ſable clouds, whoſe wombs contain 

The murm'ring bolt, or daſhing rain, 
The blue ſerene deform 3 

Myriads from heav'n's etherial height, 

Shall clear the gloom, reſtore the light, 
And chace th' impending ſtorm. 


iti ODY 


Sent to a Lapy on her Marriage- Day. 


I. 
ITH all your wings, ye moments, fly, 
And drive the tardy ſun along ; 
Till that glad morn ſhall paint the ſky, 
Which wakes the muſe, and claims the 
raptur'd ſong. | 


7. ++ Th 
See nature with our wiſhes join, 
To aid the dear, the bleſt deſign; 
See Time precipitate his way, 
To bring th' expected happy day; 


See, 
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See, the wiſh'd-for dawn appears, 
A more than wonted glow ſhe wears : 
_ Hark! Hymeneals ſound , 

Each muſe awakes her ſofteſt lyre 5 
Each airy warbler ſwells the choir ; 

"Tis muſic all around. 

III. 

Awake, ye nymphs, the bluſhing bride, 
T' eclipſe Aurora's roſy pride; 
While virgin ſhame retards her way, 
And Love, half angry, chides her ſtay: 
While hopes and fears alternate reign, 
Intermingling bliſs and pain; 


O'er all her charms diffuſe peculiar grace, 
Pant in her ſhiv* ring heart, and vary in her face. 
IV. 

At length conſent, reluctant fair, 

Io bleſs thy long expecting lover s eyes | 
Too long his ſighs are loſt in air, 
At length reſign the bliſs for which he dies: 

T he muſes, preſcient of your future joys, 
Dilate my ſoul, and prompt the chearful lay; 
While they, thro* coming times, with glad ſurprize, 
The long ſucceſſive brightning ſcenes ſurvey. 
V. Lo! 
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V. 
Lo! to your fight a blooming offspring riſe, 
And add new ardour to the nuptial ties ; 
While in each form you both united ſhine ; 
Freſh honours wait your temples to adorn : 
For you glad Ceres fills the flowing horn, 
And heay'n and fate to bleſs your days combine. 
VI. EN 
While life gives pleaſure, life ſhall ſtill remain, 
Till death, with geatle hand, ſhall ſhut the pleaſing 
ſcene : | 
Safe, ſable guide to that celeſtial ſhore, 
Where pleaſure knows no end, and change is fear'd 
no more! ' | 
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To a COQUET. Ax ODE, G 


J. 
T length, vain, airy flutt'rer, fly; 
| Nor vex the public ear and eye 
With all this noiſe and glare: 
Thy wiſer kindred gnats behold, 
All ſhrouded in their parent mould, 
Forſake the chilling air. 


Of conqueſt there they ſafely dream; 
Nor gentle breeze, nor tranſient gleam, 
Allures them forth to play : 
But thou, alike in froſt and flame, 
Inſatiate of the cruel game, | 
Still on mankind would'ſt prey. 


Thy conſcious charms, thy practis d arts, 

Thoſe adventitious beams that round thee ſhine, 
Reſerve for unexperienc'd hearts: 

Superior ſpells deſpair to conquer mine. 


Go, 
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II. 
Go, bid the ſunſhine of thine eyes 
Melt rigid winter, warm the ſkies, 
And ſet the rivers free; | 
O'er fields, immers'd in froſt and ſnow, 
Bid flow'rs with ſmiling verdure grow; 
Then hope to ſoften nme. 


No, heav'n and freedom witneſs bear, 
This heart no ſecond frown ſhall fear, 
No. ſecond yoke ſuſtain : | 
Enough of female ſcorn I know z 
Scarce ceaſe my recent ſtripes to glow, 5 
Scarce fate could break my chain, 


Ye hours, conſum'd in hopeleſs pain, 
Ye trees, inſculp'd with many a flaming vow, 
Ye echoes, oft invok'd in vain, | 
Ye moon-light walks, ye tinkling rills, adieu 


AY | III. Your 
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| III. 
Your paint that idle hearts controuls ; 
Your fairy nets for feeble fouls, 
By partial fancy wrought ; 
| Your Syren voice, your tempting air; N 
Your borrow'd viſage falſely fair, 
With me avail you nought. 


Let ev'ry charm that wakes deſire, 


Let each inſnaring art conſpire ; 
Not all can hurt my reſt: | 
Touch'd by * IrHURIEI's potent ſpear; 


| Nc 
At once unmaſk*d the fiends appear, Th 
In native blackneſs dreſt. 
The ſpeaking glance, the heaving eon, dy 
The cheek with lilies ting'd and roſy dye 
Falſe joys, which ruin all who taſte, | * 


How ſwift they fade in reaſon's piercing eye 
VV. Sceſt 


® See Pakanist Los r, Book IV. verſ. 8 10. 
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IV. 
Seeſt thou yon taper's vivid ray, 
Which emulates the blaze of day, 
Diffuſing far its light? 
Tho? it from blaſts ſhall ſtand ſecure, 
Time urges on the deſtin'd hour, 
And, lo! it ſinks in night. 


Such is thy glory, ſuch its date, 

Wav'd by the ſportive hand of fate, 
A while to catch our view : 

Now bright to heav'n the blaze aſpires, 

Then ſudden from our gaze retires, 
And yields to wonders new, 


Like this poor torch, thy haughty airs, 
Thy ſhort-liv'd ſplendor on a puff depends; 
And, ſoon as fate the ſtroke prepares, 
The flaſh in duſt and nauſeous vapour ends. 


H by On 


 & 
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Ax ODE. 
- 
ALSE wiſdom, fly, with all thy“ owls ; 
The duſt and cobwebs of the ſchools 
For me have charms no more: 
The groſs Minzzva of our days, 
In mighty bulk my learn'd Eſſays 
Reads joyful o'er and ofer. 
+ 
Led by her hand a length of time, 
Thro' ſenſe and nonſenſe, proſe and rhyme; 
I beat my painful way | 


»s 


Long, long revolv'd the myſtic page 
Of many a Dutch and German Sage, 
And hop'd at laſt for day, 


III. But, 


* Formerly the bird of Mixenva, but by the moderns 2. 
ſcribed to DuLNness. 


| + The Author, like others of greater name, had — 
attempted to demonſtrate matters of fact à priori, 


On the REFINEMENTS in Metaphy/ical Philoſophy: 


PF A 
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III. 
But, as the mole, hid under ground, 


Still works more dark as more profound. 
So all my toils were vain : | | 
For truth and ſenſe indignant fly, 
As far as ocean from the ſky, 
From all the formal train. 
IV. 
The * STactrITE, whoſe fruitful quill 
O'er free born nature lords it ſtill, 
Suſtain'd by form and phraſe 
Of dire portent and ſolemn ſound, 
Where meaning ſeldom can be found, 
From me ſhall gain no praiſe. 
| "RES 
But you, who would be truly wiſe, 
To nature's light unveil your eyes, 
Her gentle call obey : 4 
She leads by no falſe wand' ring glare, 
No voice ambiguous ſtrikes your ear, 
* bid you vainly ſtray. VL N. 


®* ARISsTOTIE, inventor of r rae and as ſuch _— 
mentioned here, 
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VI. 
Not in the gloomy cell recluſe, 
For noble deeds or gen'rous views, 

She bids us watch the night; 
Fair virtue ſhines, to all diſplay d, 
Nor aſks the tardy Schoolman's aid, 

3 To teach us what is right. 

VII. 
Pleaſure and pain he ſets in view, 
And which to ſhun, and which purſue, 
| Inſtructs her pupil's heart: | 
Then, letter d Pride, ſay, what thy gain, 
To maſk, with ſo much fruitleſs pain, ; 
| Thuy ignorance with art? 
1 VIII. 
Thy ſtiff grimace and awful tone 
An idiot's wonder move alone; 
And, ſpite of all thy rules, 

The wiſe in eviry age conclude, 


What“ PyRRHO taught, and Hun renew'd,” 


That Dogmatiſts are fools.” 


Author of Scepticiſm. | 
Author of a Treatiſe, on Human Nature, 


- 


IX. The 


* > - 
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IX. 
The gameſter's hope when doom'd to loſe, 
The joys of wine, the wanton's vows, 
© The faithleſs calm at ſea, 
The courtier's word, the crowd's applauſe, 
The Jeſuit's faith, the ſenſe of laws, 
Are not more falſe than thee. 
f X. 
Bleſt he ! who ſees, without ſurprize, 
Thy various ſyſtems fall and riſe, . 
As ſhifts the fickle gale ; 
While all their utmoſt force exert, 
To wound the foe's unguarded part. 
| And all alike prevail. 
95 XI. | 
Thus (ſacred * Bards of yore have ſung) 
High heav'n with martial clamours rung, 
And deeds of mortal wrath ; 
When cranes and pygmies glory ſought, 
And i in the fields of æther fought, 
With mutual wounds and death. 


XII. Let 
* See Homzs, | ; | 
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_. "a 

Let Logic's ſons, mechanic throng! 
Their /y/logiſtic war prolong, 

And reaſon's empire boaſt : | 
Inſhrin'd in deep congenial gloom, 
Eternal wrangling be their doom, 

To truth and nature loſt! 

XIII. 

Amus'd by fancy's flecting fire, 
Let * MaLzBRAncaz till for 7. ruth inquire, | 
And rack his aching fight: 
While the coy goddeſs wings her way, 
To ſcenes of uncreated day, 


. Abſorb'd in dazzling light. = 
: XIV. 
With firmer ſtep and graver guiſe. 
Whilſt + Locxx in conſcious triumph man : 
Her dwelling to * 
Swift 


* He thought the medium, by which ſenſible perceptions 
were conveyed to us, was God; in whoſe eſſence truth was 
"ſeen, as in a mirror, - 

+ His account of virtue differs not much from that of the 
Leviathan, | 
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Swift ſhe eludes his ardent chace, 
A ſhadow courts his fond embrace, 
Which Honzs careſe'd before. 
5 
Let+ DopweLL with the Fathers join, 
To ſtrip of energy divine 
The heav*n-deſcended ſoul ; 
The teſt of ſenſe let f BexKLEy ſcorn, 
And both on borrow'd pinions borne, 
Annihilate the whole. 
XVI, 
in Academic vales retir'd, 
With PLaTo's love and beauty fir'd, 
My ſteps let candour guide; 
By tenets vain unprepoſſeſt, 
Thoſe lawlefs tyrants of the breaft, 
Offspring of zeal and pride ! 


XVII. Or, 


* Author of the laſt mentioned piece ; who denied the 
diſtinction between vice and virtue, and affirmed power 


and right to be the ſame. 


+ He attempted to prove the Natural Mortality of tho 
Soul, and quoted the Fathers in favour of his Opinion. 


4 Author of Dialogues on the Non-exiſtence of Matter. 
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XVII. 
Or, while thro' fields and woods I ſtray, 


Would“ AsRLEV's genius dart a ray, 
And all my ſoul inflame ; | 
Creation, + and her bounteous laws, 
Her order fix'd, her glorious cauſe, 

Should be my fav'rite theme. 


To 


Author of the Characteriſticks. | 

+ The Author's intention will be ill underſtood, if he is 
thought here to recommend univerſal ſcepticiſm ; for which 
reaſon, he may, with all decorum, declare what authors and 
ſentiments he approves. The philoſophy uſeful to man con- 
fiſts, not in abſtract and uncertain propoſitions, but, being 
defigned to regulate his conduct and aſcertain his happineſs, 
muſt not only be founded on his nature, but comprehend all 
the principles of an active and percipient being. 
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To Mrs. R————, 
On the Death of a promiſing INFANT 
An ODE. 
I 


HILE, touch'd with all thy tender pain, 
The muſes breathe a mournful ſtrain, 
O! lift thy languid eye! 
O! deign a calm auſpicious ear; 
'The muſe ſhall yield thee tear for tear, 
And mingle ſigh with ſigh. 


1 
Not for the Thracian bard, whoſe lyre 
Couid rocks and woods with ſoul inſpire, 
By jealous fury ſlain, 
While murm'ring on his trembling tongue 
Enie imperfect hung, 
The nine could more complain. 


3 » | mai 


| 
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III. 
Ah! ſay, harmonious ſiſters, ſay : * 
When ſwift, to pierce the lovely prey, T 
Fate took its cruel aim ; | 
When languiſh'd ev'ry tender grace, T 


Each op' ning bloom that ting'd his face, 

And pangs convuls'd his frame: 

IV. 

Say, could no ſong of melting woe 
Revoke the keen determin'd blow, 

That dimm'd his ſparkling eye? 
Thus roſes oft, by early doom, 
Robb'd of their bluſh and ſweet perfume, 

Grow pale, recline, and die, 


. 
Pale, pale and cold the beauteous frame! 
Nor ſalient pulſe, nor vital flame, 
A mother's hopes reſtore : 
In vain keen anguiſh tears her breaſt, 
By ev'ry tender mark expreſt, 
He lives, he ſmiles no more 


0 „ 


as 
Aa 
12 
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VI. 
Such is the fate of human kind ; 
The faireſt form, the brighteſt mind, 
Can no exemption know: 
The mighty mandate of the ſky, 
* That man when born begins to die,” 
Extends to all below. 


VII. 
In vain a mother's pray'rs aſcend, 
Should nature to her ſorrows lend 
The native voice of ſmart ; | 
In vain would plaints their force eſſay 
To hold precarious life one day, 
Or fate's dread hand avert. 


| VIII. 
Fix'd as the rock that braves the main, 
Fix'd as the poles that all ſuſtain, 
Its purpoſe ſtands ſecure : 
The humble Hynd who toils for bread, - 
The ſceptred hand, the laurel'd head, 
Alike confeſs its pow'r. 


IX. Since 


| 
| 
| 
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IX. 
Since time began, the ſtream of woes 
Along its rapid current flows ; | 
Still ſwells the groan profound : 
While age, re-echoing ill to age, 
Tranſmits the annals of its rage, 
And points the recent wound. | 


X, 

When human hopes fublimeſt tow'r, 
Then, wanton in th' exceſs of pow'r, 
The tyrant throws them down; 
The. orphan early robbꝰ d of aid, 4 
The widow'd wife, the Plighted maid, 

His fable triumph crown. 


| XI. 
At length to life and joy return ; 
Man was not deſtin'd ſtill to mourn, 
A prey to endleſs pain: r 
Heav'n's various hand, the heart to form, 
With bliſs and anguiſh, calm and ſtorm, 
Diverſifies the ſcene : 


XII. But 
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XII. 
But hides with care. from human eyes, 
What bliſs beyond this proſpect lies 
Leſt we, with life oppreſt, 
Should grieve its burden to endure, 
And, with excurſion premature, 
Purſue eternal reſt, 


+ 
From diſappointment, grief, and care, 
From ev'ry pang of ſharp deſpair, 
Thy charmer wings his way ; 
And, while new ſcenes his boſom fire, 
He learns to ſtrike the golden lyre, 
And heav'n reſounds his lay, 
XIV. 
Lo! where his ſacred reliques lie, 
Immortal guardians from the ſky 
| Their ſilver wings diſplay; 
Till, bright emerging from the tomb, 
They riſe to heav'n, their deſtin'd home, 
And hail eternal day. 


An 


" — — ͥ ͤ— ———— 
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AN ODE. 


Written when Sick. 


O Prime of life! O taſte of joyl 
Whither ſo early do you fly? - 
Scarce half your tranſient ſweetneſs known, 
Why are you vaniſh'd ere full blown ? | 


TRE beauteous progeny of ſpring, 
That tinge the zephyr's fragrant wing, 


Each tender bloom, each ſhort-liv*'d flow'r, 


Still flouriſh till their deſtin'd hour: 
Your winter too, too ſoon will come, 
And chill in death your verpal bloom, 


On my wan cheek the colour dies, 
Suffus'd and languid roll mine eyes; 
Cold horrors thrill each ſick*ning vein; 
Deep broken ſighs my boſom ſtrain ; 
The falient pulſe of health gives o'er, 
And life and pleaſure are no more. 


Met — — — Fy 
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To HE ALT E: 


An ODE. 


OTHER of all human joys, 
Roſy cheeks, and ſparkling eyes; 
In whoſe train, for ever gay, 
Smiling Loves and Graces play : 
If complaints thy ſoul can move, 
Or muſic charm, the voice of love ! 
Hither, Goddeſs, ere too late, 
Turn, and flop impending fate. 


Oven earth, and ſea, and ſky, 
Bid thy airy heralds fly; 
With each balm which nature yields, 
From the gardens, groves, and fields, 
From each flow'r of varied hue, 
From each herb that fips the dew, 


From 


-— — 4 — —__ _— 
* — — — — 
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From each tree of fragrant bloom, 
Bid the gales their wings perfume ; 
And, around fair CRELIA's head, " 
All the mingled incenſe ſhed : 
Till each living ſweetneſs riſe, 
Paint her cheeks, and arm her eyes, 


Mild as ev'ning's humid ray, 
Yet awful as the blaze of day. 


CEeL1a if the fates reſtore, 
Love and beauty weep no more: Pl 
But, if they ſnatch the lovely prize, 
All that's fair in CELIA dies. 


t 
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To a Little GIxL whom I had offended : 
An ODE. 


Written at Twelve Years of Age. 


O W long ſhall I attempt in vain 

Thy ſmiles, my angel, to regain? 
III kiſs your hand, Pl] weep, VII kneel: 
Will nought, fair tyrant, reconcile ? 


Trar gold-finch, with her painted wings, 
Which gayly looks, and ſweetly ſings ; 
That, and if aught I have more fine, 
All, all, my charmer, ſhall be thine. 


Wren next Mamma ſhall prove ſevere, 
Y]l interpoſe, and fave my dear. 
Soften, my fair, thoſe angry eyes, 
Nor tear thy heart with broken ſighs : 
Think, while that tender breaſt they IN ths 


For thee what anguiſh I ſuſtain, * 
K 


Stoviy 
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Snoulp but thy fair companions view, 
How ill that frown becomes thy brow ; 
With fear and grief in ev'ry eye, 

Each would to each, aſtoniſh'd, cry, 

| Heay'ns! where is all her ſweetneſs flown ! 
How ſtrange a figure now ſhe's grown 
Run, Nancy, let us run, leſt we 
Grow pettiſh aukward things as ſhe. 


*T 1s done, *tis done; my cherub fmiles, 
My griefs ſuſpends, my fears beguiles : 
How the quick pleaſure heaves my breaſt ! 
Ah! ſtill be kind, and I'll be bleſt! 
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To LESBIA. 


Tranſlated from CaTuLLus. 


H O' four loquacious age reprove, 

= Let us, my LzsB1a, live for love: 
For, when the ſhort-liv'd ſuns decline, 
They but retire more bright to ſhine : 
But we, when fleeting life is o'er, 
And light and love can bleſs no more; 
Are raviſh'd from each dear delight, 
To ſleep one long eternal night. 

Give me of kiſſes balmy ſtore, 
Ten thouſand, and ten thouſand more; 
Still add ten thouſand doubly ſweet ; 
The dear, dear number ſtill repeat: 
And, when the ſum ſo high ſhall ſwell, 
| Scarce thought can reach, or tongue can tell 
Let us on kiſſes kiſſes crowd, | 
Till number fink in multitude ; 
Leſt our full bliſs/ſhould limits know, 
And others, numb'ring, envious grow. 
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| 
A TRANSLATION of 
An Old Scors SONG, ; 
QINCE robb'd of all that charm'd my view, 8 
Of all my ſoul eber fancied fair, 
Ye ſmiling native ſcenes, adieu! 3 
With each delightful object there. 
Ye vales, which to the raptur'd eye v 
Diſclos'd the flow'ry pride of May "iy 
Ye circling hills, whoſe ſummits high F 
Bluſh'd with the morning's earlieſt ray : 
Where, heedleſs oft how far J ſtray'd, F 
And pleas'd my ruin to purſue 
I ſung my dear, my cruel maid : F 
Adieu for ever! ah! adieu 
Ye dear aſſociates of my breaſt, F 
Whoſe hearts with ſpeechleſs ſorrow ſwell; 
And thou, with hoary age oppreſt, N 


Dear author of my life, farewel ! 
IM | 4 For 
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For me, alas! thy fruitleſs tears, 
Far, far remote from friends and home, 
Shall blaſt thy venerable years, 
And bend thee pining to the tomb. 


Sharp are the pangs by nature felt, 
From dear relations torn away; 

Yet ſharper pangs my vitals melt, 
To hopeleſs love a deſtin'd prey: 


While ſhe, as angry heav'n and main 
Deaf to the helpleſs ſailor's pray'r, 
Enjoys my ſoul-conſuming pain, 
And wantons with my deep deſpair. 


From curſed gold what ills ariſe! 
What horrors life's fair proſpect ſtain! 
Friends blaſt their friends with angry eyes, 
And brothers bleed by brothers ſlain. 


From curſed gold I trace my woe 
Could I this ſplendid miſchief boaſt, 
Nor would my tears unpitied flow, 


Nor would my ſighs in air be loſt. 
| Ah! 


. 

78 PO FE MS ow 
Ah! when a mother's cruel care 

Nurs' d me an infant on the breaſt, 


Had early fate ſurpris'd me there, | . 
And wrapt me in eternal reſt : | 


Then had this breaſt ne'er learn'd to beat, 
And tremble with unpitied pain; 

Nor had a maid's relentleſs hate, 
Been, ev'n in death, deplor'd in vain, 


Oft, in the pleaſing toils of love, 
With ev'ry winning art I try'd 

To catch the coyly flutt'ring dove, 
With killing eyes and plumy pride : 


But, far on nimble pinions borne 
From love's warm gales and flow'ry plains, 
She ſought the northern climes of ſcorn, 
Where ever-freezing winter reigns. 


Ah me! had heav'n and ſhe prov'd kind, 
Then full of age, and free from care, 
How bleſt had I my life reſign'd, En 
Where firſt I breath'd this vital air! 


But, 


* 
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But, ſince no flatt'ring hope remains, 
Let me my wretched lot purſue : 
Adieu, dear friends, and native ſcenes, 

To all, but grief and love, adieu! 


SONG: 


Jo the Tune of the Braes of Ballandyne. 


KL 
ENEATH agreen ſhade, a lovely young ſwain | 
One ev'ning reclin'd, to diſcover his pain : | | 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, | 
The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to flow: | 
Rude winds, with compaſſion, could hear him com- | 
plain; | 
Yer Caro, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain, 


II. 

How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew! , 
Ere Cnrox's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view: 
Theſe - a 


* 
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Theſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could ſurvey; 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they: 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight ; 

Pm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


HI. 
Through changes in vain relief I purſue ; 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew : 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair; 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air : 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame; 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


9 


IVV. 
But ſee! the pale moon all clouded retires; - \ 
The breezes grow cool, not STR EpHoON's deſires : 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs. that preys on my mind, 
Ah wretch | how can life thus merit thy care, 
Since lengthning its moments, but lengthens deſpair? 


THz 
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Tas RAVISH'D SHEPHERD. 
A SONG. 
L 
Z URE dawn, whoſe chearful ray 
Bids all nature's beauties riſe, - 
Were thy glories doubly gay, 
What art thou to CHL OE's eyes? 
Boaſt no more thy roſy light, 
If CR ſmile thee into night. 
II. 
Gentle Spring, whoſe kind return 
Spreads diffuſive pleaſure round, 
Bids each breaſt enamour'd burn, 
And each flame with bliſs be crown'd; 
Should my CarLoe leave the plain, 
Fell winter ſoon would blaſt thy reign. 
2 
Ev'ry charm, whoſe high delight 
Senſe enjoys, or ſoul admires ; 


All that ardour can excite, 

All excited love requires, 
All that heav'n or earth call fair, 
View Chrox's face, and read it there. 


£ A 


* * 
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] 
A PASTORAL SONG. 
ANDY, the gay, the blooming ſwain, 
Had lang frae love been free; ] 
Lang made ilk heart that fill'd the plain | 
Dance quick with harmleſs glee. E 
As blythſome lambs that ſcour the green, 
His mind was unconftrain'd; * E 
Nae face could ever fix his een, f 
Nae ſang his ear detain'd. V 
Ah! luckleſs youth! a ſhort-liv*d joy g 
Thy cruel fates decree; F 
Fell tods ſhall on thy lambkins prey, 
And love mair fell on thee. D 
Tas e'er the ſun exhal d the dew, 
Ae morn of chearful May, N 


Forth G1rzy walk'd, the flow'rs to view, 
A flow'r mair ſweet than they ! 
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Like ſun-beams ſheen her waving locks; 
Her een like ſtars were bright ; 
The roſe lent bluſhes to her cheek, 
The lily pureſt white. 


Jimp was her waſte, like ſome tall pine 
That keeps the woods in awe; 

Her limbs like iv'ry columns turn'd, 
Her breaſts like hills of ſnaw. 


Her robe around her looſely thrown, 

| Gaveto the ſhepherd's een 

What fearleſs innocence would ſhow ; 
| The reſt was all unſeen. 


He fix'd his look, he ſigh'd, he quak'd, 
His colour went and came; 

Dark grew his een, his ears reſound, 
His breaſt was all on flame. 


Nae mair yon glen repeats his ſang, 
He jokes, and ſmiles nae mair ; 
Unplaited now his cravat hung, 


Undreſt his cheſnut hair. 
ö TO 
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To him, how lang the ſhorteſt night! 


How dark the brighteſt day ! 
Till, with the flow —_— fire, 
| His life was worn away. 


Far, far frae ſhepherds and heir flocks, 


Oppreſt with care, he lean'd; 
And, in a mirky, beachen ſhade, 
To hills and dales thus plean'd: 


; At length, my wayward heart, return, 
Too far, alas! aſtray: 


Say, whence you caught that bitter ſmart, 


Which works me ſuch decay. 


Ay me! *rwas Love, *twas GIRZv's charms, 


That firſt began my woes; 
Could he ſae ſaft, or ſhe ſae fair, 
Prove ſuch relentleſs foes 2 


Fierce winter nips the ſweeteſt flow'r 
Keen lightning rives the tree; 

Bleak mildew taints the faireſt crop, 

And love has blaſted me. 


Sagacious 


Si 


A 


Cc 
Bu 


Co 


He 
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Sagacious hounds the foxes chace; 
The tender lambkins they 

Lambs follow cloſe their mother ewes, 
And ewes the blooms of May. 


Sith a' that live, with a' their might, 
Some dear delight purſue ; 

Ceaſe, ruthleſs maid ! to ſcorn the heart 

That only pants for you. 


Alas! for griefs, to her unken'd, 

What pity can I gain ? ] 
And ſhould ſhe ken, yet love refuſe, 1 
Could that redreſs my pain? b 


Come, death, my wan, my frozen bride, | * 
Ah! cloſe thoſe wearied eyes: | „ 
But death the happy ſtill purſues, 1 
Still from the wretched flies. | ; 


Could wealth avail ; what wealth is ming 
Her high-bora mind to bend ? 
Her's are thoſe wide delightful plains, 


| 
And her's the flocks I tend. * 
den * What | 
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What tho', whene'er I tun'd my pipe, 
Glad fairies heard the ſound, 
And, clad in freſheſt April green, 
Aft tript the circle round : 


Break, landward clown, thy dinſome reed, 
And brag thy ſkill nae mair : 
Can ought that gies na GixZ v joy, 
he worth thy lighteſt care? 


Adieu! ye harmleſs ſportive flocks ! 
Who now your lives ſhall guard? 

Adieu! my faithful dog, who oft 
The pleaſing vigil ſhar'd : 


Adieu, ye plains, and light, anes s ſireet, 
Now painful to my view : 

Adieu to life, and thou, mair dear, 

Who caus'd my death; adieu! 


On 
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On the DEATH of STELLA: 
A PASTORAL. 


Inſcrib'd to her Siſter. 


See on thoſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thoſe cheeks now faded at the blaſt of death : 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd, the world before; 
And thoſe love-darting eyes ſhall roll no more. 
PoPE. 


O W purple ev'ning ting'd the blue ſerene, | 


And milder breezes fann'd the verdant plain; 
Beneath a blaſted oak's portentous ſhade, 
Jo ſpeak his grief, a penſive ſwain was laid: 

Birds ceas'd to warble at the mournful ſound; 
The laughing landſkip ſadden'd all around: 
For STELLA'S fate he breath'd his tuneful moan, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


O thou! by ſtronger ties than blood ally'd, 
Who died to pleaſure, when a“ ſiſter dy'd; | 
jo * 
* Mrs. M*CuLLocn, a Lady diſtinguiſhed for every per- 


ſonal grace and qualification of mind, which could adorn 
her ſex and nature. 
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Thou living image of thoſe charms we loſt, 


Charms which exulting nature once might boaſt ! 


Indulge the plaintive muſe; whoſe ſimple ſtrain 
Repeats the heart-felt anguiſh of the ſwain : 

For STELLa's fate thus flow'd his tuneful moan, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


Art happineſs and joy for ever fled, 
Nor haunt the twilight grove, nor ſunny glade ? 
Ah! fled for ever from my longing eye ; 
With STELLA born, with STELLA too they die : 
| Die, or with me your brighteſt image moan z 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone 


SweET to the thirſty tongue the cryſtal ſtream, 
To nightly wand'rers ſweet the morning beam; 
Sweet to the wither'd graſs the gentle ſhow'r z | 
To the fond, lover ſweet the nuptial hour; 

Sweet fragrant gardens to the lab'ring bee, 

And lovely STELLA once was heav'n to me: 

That heav'n is faded, and thoſe joys are flown, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone 


Sa} 
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Ah! where is now that form which charm'd my light t 
Ah! where that wiſdom, ſparkling heav'nly bright? 
Ah! where that ſweetneſs like the lays of ſpring, 
When breathe its flow'rs, and all its warblers ſing ? 
Now fade, ye flow'rs, ye warblers, join my moan ; 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


Ah me! tho? winter deſolate the field, 
Again ſhall flow'rs their blended odours yield; 
Again ſhall birds the vernal ſeaſon hail,: 

And beauty paint, and muſic charm the vale : 
But ſhe no more to bleſs me ſhall appear; 
No more her angel voice enchant my ear ; 

No more her angel ſmile relieve my moan : 
Love, beauty, virtue,” mourn your darling gone 
He ceas'd ; for mighty grief his voice ſuppreſt, 

Chilbd all his veins, and ſtruggled in his breaſt; 

From his wan cheek the roſy tincture flies; 

The luſtre languiſh'd in his cloſing eyes : 

Too ſoon ſhall life return, unhappy ſwain ! 

If, with returning ſenſe, returns thy pain. ' [moan j 

Hills, woods, and ſtreams, reſound the ſhepherd's 

Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 
ke A 
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A PASTOQRAL: 
Inſcribed to EUANTHE. 


oo HILST I rehearſe unhappy Damon's lays, 
| At which his fleecy charge forgot to graze, 
With drooping heads and griev'd attention, ſtood, 


Nor friſk'd the green, nor ſought the neighb'ring 
flood 


Eſſential Sweetneſs ! deign with me to ſtray, 
Where yon cloſe copes exclude the heat of day ; 
Or where yon fountain murmurs ſoft along, 
Mixt with his tears, and vocal to his ſong ; 
There hear the fad relation of his fate, 

And pity all the pains thy charms create. 


Cros: in th* adjacent ſhade, conceal'd from view, 
I ſtaid, and heard him thus his griefs purſue. 


Awake, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain ; 
Mild gleams the purple ev'ning o'er the plain; 
Mild fan the breezes, mild the waters flow, 

And heav'n and earth an equal quiet know ; 
| With 
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With eaſe the ſhepherds and their flocks are bleſt, ” 
And ev'ry grief, but mine, conſents to reſt. 


Awake, my muſe, the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain ; 
Sicilian numbers may delude my pain : 
The thirſty field, which ſcorching heat devours, 
Is neꝰer ſupply*d, tho! heav'n deſcend in ſhow'rs : 
From flow'r to flow'r the bee ſtill plies her wing, 
Of ſweets infatiate, tho' ſhe drain the ſpring: 
Still from thoſe. eyes love calls their liquid ſtore, 
And, when their currents fail, ſtill thirſts for more, 


AwARKE, my muſe | the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain : 
Yet why to ruthleſs ſtorms ſhould I complain ? 
Deaf ſtorms and death itſelf complaints may move, 
But groans are mulic to the tyrant Love. 
O Love! thy genius and thy force I know, 
Thy burning torch, and peſtilential bow: 
From ſome fermented tempeſt of the main, 
At once commenc'd thy being, and thy reign ; 
Nurs'd by fell harpies in ſome howling wood, 
Inur'd to laughter, and regal'd with blood : 
Relentleſs miſchief! at whoſe dire command, 
A mother ſtain'd with filial blood her hand : 

| Curft 
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Curſt boy ! curſt mother! which moſt impious, ſay, 
She who could wound, or he who could betray ? 


Awake, my muſe! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain : 


From love thoſe ſighs I breathe, thoſe plagues ſuſtain, 


Why did I firſt EUANTHE' s Charms admire, 
Bleſs the ſoft ſmart, and fan the growing fire ? 
Why, happy ſtill my danger to conceal, 
Could I no ruin fear, till ſure to feel ? 

So ſeeks the ſwain by night his doubtful way, 
Led by the inſidious meteor's fleeting ray ; 
Still on, attracted by th' illuſive beam, 

He tempts the faithleſs marſh, or fatal ſtream: 
Away with ſcorn the laughing Daemon flies, 
While ſhades eternal ſeal the wretch's eyes. 


| AwAKE, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain; 
Ah! can no laſt, no darling hope remain, 

| Round which my ſoul with all her ſtrength may twine, 
And, tho' but flatter'd, call the treaſure mine? 
Wretch ! to the charmer's ſphere canſt thou aſcend, 
Or dar'ſt thou fancy ſhe to thine will bend? 
Say, ſhall the chirping graſhopper aſſume 
The varied accent, and the ſoaring plume ; 


Or 
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Or ſhall that oak, the talleſt of his race, 
Stoop to his root, and meet yon ſhrub's embrace ? 


Awake, my muſe! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain z 
Thoſe pallid cheeks how long ſhall ſorrow ſtain ? 
Well 1 remember, O my ſoul! too well, 
When in the ſnare of fate I thoughtleſs fell : 

Hurt by a fall, ſhe ſought the diſtant ſhade, 
Where, led by love or deſtiny, I ſtray'd : 

There, from the nymphs retir'd, depreſs'd ſhe lay, 
To unremitting pain a ſmiling prey: 

Ev'n then I ſaw her, as an angel, bright; 

I ſaw, I lov'd, I periſh d at the fight ; 

I ſigh'd, I bluſh'd, I gaz'd with fix d ſurpriſe, 
And all my ſoul hung raptur'd in my eyes. 


FoRBEAR, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain; 
Which heav'n beſtows, and art refines, in vain : 
What tho the heav*n-born muſe my temples ſhade 
With wreaths of fame, and bays that never fade ? 
What tho the Sylvan pow'rs, while I complain, 
Attend my flocks, and patronize my ſtrain ? 

On me my ſtars, not gifts, but ills beſtow ; 
And all the change I feel, is change of woe, 
| Bur 
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Bur ſee yon rock projected o'er the main, 
Whoſe giddy proſpect turns the gazer's brain: 
Object is loſt beneath its vaſt profound, | 
And deep and hoarſe below the ſurges ſound : 
Oft, while th* unthinking world is loſt in ſleep, 
My ſable genius tempts me to the ſteep; 

In fancy's view bids endleſs horrors move, 


A barren fortune, and a hopeleſs love. 

Life has no charms for me; why longer ſtay ? 
I hear the gloomy mandate, and obey. 
What! fall the victim of a mean deſpair, 


And crown the triumph of the cruel fair? 


No, let me once ſome conſcious merit ſhow, 


— Py 


And tell the world, I can ſurvive my woe. 


Fox z RAR, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain : 
Fool! wretched fool ! what frenzy fires thy brain ? 
See, choak'd with weeds, thy languid flow'rs recline, 
Thy ſheep unguarded, and unprop'd thy vine. 

At length recall'd, to toil thy hands inure, 
Or weave the baſket, or the fold ſecure. 


Wuar tho? her checks a living bluſh diſplay, 


Pure as the dawn of heav'n's unclouded day; 
4 Ws | Tho 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 95 


Tho! love from ev'ry glance an arrow wings, 

And all the muſes warble, when ſhe ſings ? 

Forbear, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain; 

Some nymph, as fair, a ſprightlier note may gain: 
There are who know to prize more genuine charms, 
Which genius brightens, and which virtue warms : 
Forbear, my muſe ! the ſoft Sicilian ſtrain; 

Some nymph, as fair, may ſmile, tho? ſhe diſdain, 


Tus PLAINTIVE SHEPHERD: 
A PASTORAL ELEGY. 


Eben ! quid volui miſero mibi ? floribus auſtrum 
Perditus, et liquidis immifi fontibus apros. 
| ViRs.. 
O LI N, whoſe lays the ſhepherds all admire, 

A For Proznt long conſum'd with hopeleſs fire; 
Nor durſt his tongue the hidden ſmart convey, | 
Nor tears the torment of his ſoul betray : 

But to the wildneſs of the woods he flies, 

And vents his grief in unregarded ſighs : 

Ye conſcious woods, who ſtill the ſound retain, 
Repeat the tuneful ſorrows of the ſwain. 


AND 
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- Any muſt I periſh then, ah cruel maid! 
To early fate, by love of thee, betray'd ? 
And can no tender art thy ſoul ſubdue, 
Me, dying me, with milder eyes to view ? 
The flow'r that withers in its op'ning bloom, 
Robb'd of its charming dyes, and ſweet perfume ; 
The tender lamb that prematurely pines, 
And life's untaſted joys at once reſigns ; 
For theſe thy tears in copious tributes flow, 
For theſe thy boſom heaves with tender woe; 


And canſt thou then with tears their fate ſurvey, 
While, blaſted by thy coldnefs, I decay? 


Axp now the ſwains each to their cots are fled, 
And not a warble echoes thro' the mead ; 
Now to their folds the panting flocks retreat, 
Scorch'd with the ſummer noon's relentleſs heat: 
From ſummer's heat the ſhades a refuge prove ; 
But what can ſhield my heart from flercer love? 
All-bounteous nature taught the fertile field, 
For all our other ills a balm to yield; 
But love, the ſharpeſt pang the ſoul ſuſtains, 


Still cruel love incurable remains, 
| YET 
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Yer, Year deſtroyer yet my ſuff rings hear: 
By love's kind look, and pity's ſacred tear, 
By the ſtrong griefs that in my boſom roll, 
By all the native goodneſs of thy ſoul, 
Regard my bloom declining to the grave, 
And, like eternal Mercy, ſmile and ſave: 


War tho' no ſounding names my race adorn 
Suſtain'd by labour, and obſcurely born ? 
With faireſt Aow'rs the humble vales are ſpread, 
Whilſt endleſs tempeſts beat the mountain's head; 
What tho” by fate no riches are my ſhare ? 
Riches are parents of eternal care; 
While, in the lowly hut and ſilent grove, 
Content plays ſmiling with her ſiſter love, 
What tho' no native charms my perſon grace, 
Nor beauty moulds my form, nor paints my face? 
The ſweeteſt fruit may often pall the taſte, 
While ſloes and brambles yield a ſafe repaſt. 


An! prompt to hope, forbear thy fruitleſs ſtrain; 
Thy hopes are frantic, and thy lays are vain. 
Say, can thy ſong appeaſe the ſtormy deep, 
Or lull th* impetuous hurricane aſleep ? 


N Thy 
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Thy numbers chen her ſtedfaſt ſoul may move, 
And change the purpoſe of determin'd loye. 


Dix, CorLin, . nor groan with life oppreſt; 
Another image triumphs in her breaſt; 
Another ſoon ſhall call the fair his own, 
And heav'n and fate ſeem pleas'd their vows to crow, 


ARISE, MENnALCAas, with the dawn arife : 
For thee thy ProE BE looks with longing eyes; 3 
For thee the ſhepherds, a delighted throng, 
Wake the foft reed, and hymeneal ſong ; 


For thee the haſty virgins rob the ſpring, 
And, wrought with care, the nuptial garland bring Ar 


Ag 
ARISE, MEnaLCas, with the dawn ariſe ; Ag 
Ev'n time for thee with double ſwiftnefs flies: Ih 


Hours urging hours, with all their ſpeed retire, Le 
10 give thy ſoul whate'er it can deſire. | 


Yer, when the prieſt prepares the rites divine, 
And when her trembling hand is claſp'd in thine, 
Let not thy heart too ſoon indulge its joys ; 
But think on him whom thy delight deſtroys ! 

1 Thee 
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Thee too he lov'd ; to thee his ſimple heart, 

With eaſy faith and fondneſs breath'd its ſmart : 

So fools their flocks to ſanguine wolves reſign, 

So truſt the cunning fox to prune the vine. 

Think thou behold'ſt him from ſome gaping wound 
Effuſe his ſoul, and ſtain with blood the ground: 
Think, while to earth his pale remains they bear, 
His friends with ſhrieking ſorrow pierce thine ear; 
Or, to ſome torrent's headlong rage a prey, 

Think thou behold'ſt him floating to the ſea. 


Bur now the ſun declines his radiant head, 
And riſing hills project a length'ning ſhade : 
Again to browze the green the flocks return, 
Again the ſwains to ſport, and I to mourn: - 
I homeward too muſt bend my painful way, 
Leſt old DamoeTas ſternly chide my ſtay, 
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DESIDERIUM LUTETIAE: 
From BucHanNan, | 
An Allgorical PASTORAL, 
In which he regrets his abſence from Paris, : 
IMITATED. 


"HILE far remote, thy ſwain, dear CnLox | 


ſighs, 

Depriv*d the vital'ſunſhine of thine eyes; 

Seven ſummer heats already warm the plains ; | | 
In ſtorms and ſnow the ſev'nth bleak winter reigns! 
Vet not ſeven years revolving ſad and flow, - 
Nor ſummer's heats, nor winter's ſtorms and ſnow, 
Can. cauſe my heart a moment's reſpite ſhare 

From reſtleſs love, and ever-waking care. | 


Tux, when from heav'n deſcend the deus of morn, 
To crop the verdant mead when flocks return; 


Thee, when the ſun has compaſs'd half his way, 
And darts around unſufferable day ; | 


Thee, 
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Thee, when the ev'ning, o'er the world diſplay'd, 


From riſing hills projects a length'ning ſhade 3 
Thee ſtill I ſing, unwearied of my theme, 
Source of my ſong, and object of my flame 
Ev'n night, in whoſe dark boſom nature laid 
Appears one blank, one undiſtinguiſh'd ſhade, 
Ev'n night in vain, with all her horrors, tries 
To blot thy lovely form from fancy's eyes. 


Wurx ſhort-liy'd numbers, long invok'd, deſcend, 


To ſooth each care, and ey'ry ſenſe ſuſpend, 
Full to my ſight once more thy charms appear; 
Once more my ardent vows ſalute thine ear 
Once more my anxious foul, awake to bliſs, 
Feels, hears, detains thee in her cloſe embrace: 
In flutt'ring, thrilling, glowing tranſport teſt, 
Till ſenſe itſelf in keen delight is loſt. 


From ſleep I wake ; but oh! how chang'd the 
ſcene ! | P 

The charms illuſive, and the pleaſure vain ! 

The day returns; but ah ! returning day, 

When ev'ry grief but mine admits allay, 


On 


f 


* 
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On theſe ſad eyes its glory darts in vain; 
Its light reſtor'd, reſtores my ſoul to pain. 


Taz houſe I fly, impell'd by wild deſpair, 
As if my griefs could only find me there. 
' Loſt to the world, thro' lonely fields I rove; 
Vain wiſh! to fly from deſtiny and love! 
By wayward frenzy's reſtleſs impulſe led, 


Through devious wilds, with heedleſs courſe, I tread: 


The cave remote, the duſky wood explore, 
Where human ſtep was ne'er impreſt before: 
And, with the native accents of deſpair, 
Fatigue the conſcious rocks, and deſert air, 
Kind Echo, faithful to my plaints alone, 

Sighs all my ſighs, and groans to ev'ry groan, 
The ftreanjs, familiar to the voice of woe, 
Each mournful ſound remurmur as they flow. 


Orr on ſome rock diſtracted I complain, 
Which hangs projected o'er the ruffled main: 
Oft view the azure ſurges as they roll, 

And to deaf ſtorms effuſe my frantic ſoul. 


Attend my ſorrows, O caerulean tide ! 
Ne _— nymphs 1 that thro' the billows glide, 
| wo 
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“ Oh! waft me gently o'er your rough domain; 
Let me at length my darling coaſt attain : 

« Or, if my wiſhes thus too much implore, 

„ Shipwreck'd and gaſping let me reach the ſhore. 
While waſh'd along the floods I hold my way, 

© Toev'ry wind and ev'ry wave a prey, | 

« Dear hope and love ſhall bear my ſinking frame, 
« And unextinguiſh'd keep the vital flame.” 


Orr to the haſtning zephyrs have I ſaid : 
& You, happy gales !. ſhall fan my lovely maid. : 
“So may no pointed rocks your wings deform ; 
So may your ſpeedy Journey meet no ſtorm : 
« As ſoft you whiſper round my heav'aly fair, 
Play on her breaſt, or wanton with her hair; 
« Faithful to love, the tender meſſage bear, 
« And breathe my endleſs ſorrows in her ear.” 


How oft rough Eurus have I afk'd in vain! | 
As with ſwift wings he bruſh'd the foamy main : 
- « Bleſt wind! who late my diſtant charmer view'd, 
Say, has her ſoul no other wiſh purſu'd ? | 
{© With mutual fire, ſay, does her boſom glow ; 
Feels ſhe my wound, and pities ſhe my woe? 
B | Heep- 
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 HeepLEss of all my tears, and all I ſay, | 
The winds, with bluſtring fury, wing their way. 
A freezing horror, and a chilling pain, 

Shoots thro* my heart, and ſtagnates ev'ry vein. 
No rural pleaſures yield my ſoul relief ; | 
No melting ſhepherd's pipe conſoles my grief: 
The choral nymphs, that dancing chear the plain, 
And Fauns, tho? ſweet their ſong, yet ſing in vain, 
Deaf to the voice of joy, my tortur'd mind 

Can only room for love and anguiſh find : 

By theſe my ſoul and all its wiſhes caught, 

Can to no other object yield a thought. 


Lycisca, ſkilful with her lyre to move 
Each tender wiſh, and melt the ſoul to love: 
ME LAENI1S too, with ev'ry ſweetneſs crown'd, 
By nature form'd with ev'ry glance to wound: 
With emulation both my love purſue, 

And both, with winning arts, my paſſion woo. 
The freſheſt bloom of youth their cheeks diſplay; 
Their eyes are arm'd with beauty's keeneſt ray; 
Av'rice itſelf might count their fleecy ſtore, 
(A prize beyond its wiſh!) and pant no more. 
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Mx oft their dow'rs each gen'rous fire has told, 
An hundred playful younglings from the fold, 
Each with its dam; their mothers promiſe more; 
And oft and long, with ſecret gifts, implore. 

Me nor an hundred playful younglings move, 

Each with its dam; nor wealth can bribe my love; 
Nor all the griefs th' imploring mothers ſhow ; 

Nor all the ſecret gifts they would beſtow ; 

Nor all the tender things the nymphs can ſay ; 
Nor all the ſoft deſires the nymphs betray. 


As winter to the ſpring in beauty yields, 
Languor to health; and rocks to verdant fields; 
As the fair virgin's cheek, with roſy dye 
Bluſhing delight, with lightning arm'd her eye, 
Beyond her mother's faded form appears, 
Mark'd with the wrinkles and the ſnow of years; 
As beauteous Tweed, and wealth-importing Thames 
Flow each the envy of their country's ſtreams : 
So, lovelieſt of her ſex, my heav'nly maid 
Appears, and all their fainter glories fade. 


MzLaznis, whom love's ſoft inchantments arm, 
Replete with charms, and conſcious of each charm, 
O | Ofc 
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Oft on the glaſſy ſtream, with raptur'd eyes, 
Surveys her form in mimic ſweetneſs riſe ; 
Oft, as the waters pleas'd reflect her face, 
Adjuſts her locks, and heightens ev'ry grace: 
Oft thus ſhe tries, with all her tuneful art, 

To reach the ſoft acceſſes of my heart. 

« Unhappy ſwain, whoſe wiſhes fondly ſtray, 
To flow-conſuming fruitleſs fires a prey! 
« Say, will thoſe ſighs and tears for ever flow 
« In hopeleſs torment, and determin'd woe? 

2 Nature, indulgent to our fields as thine, 
The mellow apple yields, and purple vine: 
Thoſe too thou lov'ſt; their free enjoy ment ſhare, 


“Nor plant vain tedious hopes, and reap deſpair.” 


Mr oft Lyciſca, in the feſtive train, 
Views, as ſhe lightly bounds along the plain: 
Straight, with difſembled ſcorn, away ſhe flies ; 
Yet ſtill on me obliquely turns her eyes : 
While, to the muſic of her trembling ſtrings, 
Amidſt the dance ſweet warbling, thus ſhe ſings : 
„No tears the juſt revenge of heav'n can move; 
« Heav'n's juſt revenge will puniſh lighted love. 
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&« T've ſeen a huntſman, active as the morn, 

« Salute her earlieſt bluſh with ſounding horn 
« Purſue the bounding ſtag with op'ning cries, 
“And ſlight the timid hare, his eaſy prize: 
Then, with the ſetting ſun, his hounds reſtrain 
Nor bounding ſtag, nor timid hare obtain. 

« T've ſeen the ſportſman latent nets diſplay, 
To catch the feather'd warblers of the ſpray ; 
« Deſpiſe the finch that flutter'd round in air, 
And court the ſweeter linnet to his ſnare : 

* Yet weary, cold, ſucceſsleſs, leave the plain; 
Nor painted finch, nor ſweeter linnet, gain. 
ve ſeen a youth the poliſh'd pipe admire, 

« And ſcorn the ſimple reed the ſwains inſpire : 
„The ſimple reed yet chears each tuneful ſwain ; 
« While ſtill unbleſt the ſcorner pines in vain. 
Thus righteous heav'n chaſtiſes wanton pride, 
And bids intemp'rate inſolence ſubſide.” 


Trvs breathe the am'rous ny mphs their fruitleſs pain 
In ears impervious to the ſofteſt ſtrain. 
But firſt with trembling lambs the wolf ſhall graze , 
Firſt hawks with linnets join in ſocial lays 
| Firſt 
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Firſt ſhall the tiger's ſanguine thirſt expire, 
And tim'rous fawns the lion fierce admire ; 
Ere, with her lute Lyciſce taught to charm, 
This deſtin'd heart ere ſoft MxLAENIS warm. 
Firſt ſhall the finny nation leave the flood, 
Shadows the hills, and birds the vocal wood ; 
The winds ſhall ceaſe to breathe, the ſtreams to flow; 
Ere my deſires another object know. 

This infant boſom, yet in love untaught, 
From CHLoz firſt the pleaſing ardor caught: 
Cron ſhall ſtill its faithful empire claim, 
Its firſt ambition, and its lateſt aim! 


Till ev'ry wiſh and ev'ry hope be o'er, Oc 
And life and love inſpire my frame no more. | 
| | 


 PHILAN- 


PHILAN.THE S: 
A 

MO N'O DY, 

' Inſeribed to Miſ⸗ — * 1H j 


Occaſioned by a ſeries of intereſting events which 
happened at Dumfries on Friday, June 12. 1752, 
particularly that of her Father's death. 


Quis defiderio fit pudor, aut modus 

Tam chari capitis? Præcipe lugubres 

Cantus MELPOMENE, cui liguidam pater 

Vacem cum cithara dedit. 
| HoRart, 
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ARGUMEN T. 


The ſubject propoſed. Addreſs to Miſs H—y. Ge- 
neral reflexions inſpir d by the ſubjeft, and previous 


to it. The ſcene opens with a proſpect of Mrs. 


M N's funeral ſolemnity : and changes to the 
untimely fate of a beautiful youth, fon to Mr, J—s 
H—LL, whoſe early genius, quick progreſs in learn- 
ing, and gentle diſpoſitions,” inſpired bis friends 
with the higheſt expectations of bis riper attainments. 
Tranſition to the death of Dr. Js H- Phbyj- 
cian : his character as ſuch : the general ſorrow oc- 
cafioned by his fate: his character as a friend, as 
particularly qualified to ſooth diſtreſs , as a Gentle- 
man; as an huſband ;, as a father: bis loſs conſi- 
dered in all theſe relations, particularly as ſuſtained 
by Miſs H—vy : her tender care of bim during his 
Sickneſs deſeribed. The piece concludes with an apo- 
theofis, in imitation of Vigeir's DAHNIS. 


1} 
Swain, whoſe ſoul the tuneful nine inflame, 
As to his weſtern goal the ſun declin'd, 
Sung to the liſt'ning ſhades no common theme; 
White the hoarſe breathings of the hollow wind, 
And deep reſounding ſurge in concert join'd. 


Deep was the ſurge, and deep the plaintive ſong, 
While all the ſolemn ſcene in mute attention hung. 
Nor 


Fo 


Re 


A] 
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Nox thou, fair victim of ſo juſt a woe! 
Tho? ſtill the pangs of nature ſwell thy heart, 
Diſdain the faithful muſe ; whoſe numbers flow 
Sacred, alas! to ſympathetic ſmart : 
For in thy griefs the muſes claim a part; 

Tis all they can, in ſocial tears to mourn, 


And deck with cypreſs wreaths thy dear paternal 
urn. | | 


The ſwain began, while conſcious echoes round 
Protract to ſadder length his doleful lay. 
Roll on, ye ſtreams, in cadence more profound: 
Ye humid vapours, veil the face of day: 
Oer all the mournful plain 
Let night and ſorrow reign : 
For * Pax indignant from his fields retires, 
Onacc haunts of gay delight; 
Now every ſenſe they fright, 
Reſound with ſhrieks of fate, and blaze with fur'ral 
fires. 4 


8 
Wuar tho? the radiant ſun and clement ſky 


Alternate warmth and ſhow'rs diſpenſe below; 


| | Tho? 
* God of Axcapia, who peculiarly preſides over rural life, 
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Tho! ſpring preſages to the careful eye, 

That autumn copious with her fruits ſhall glow ? 

For us in vain her choiceſt bleſſings flow : 
To eaſe the bleeding heart, alas! in vain 


Rich ſwells the purple grape, or waves the golden 
grain. 5 1 85 


Nor 


Wuar ſummer- breeze, on ſwifteſt pinions born, 
From fate's relentleſs hand its prey can ſave? 
What ſun in death's dark regions wake the morn, 
Or warm the cold receſſes of the grave ? 

Ah wretched man! whoſe breaſt ſcarce learns to 


heave | H 

With kindling life; when, ere thy bud is blown, W 
Eternal winter breathes, and all its ſweets are gone 

* Sopr 

Taov all-enliv'ning flame, intenſely bright! That 

Whoſe ſacred beams illume each wand'ring ſphere, Dep! 


That thro' high heav'n reflects thy trembling light, 
Conducting round this globe the varied year; 
As thou purſu'ſt thy way, 
Let this revolving day, 


Deep 
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Deep ting'd with conſcious gloom, roll flow along: 
In ſable pomp array'd, | 
Let night diffuſe her ſhade, 


Nor ſport the chearleſs hind, nor chant the vocal 
throng, | 


III. 
Scarce, from the ardor of the mid-day gleam, 
Had panting nature in the cool reſpir'd; 
Scarce, by the margin of the ſilver ſtream, 
Faint ſung the birds in verdant copes retir'd; 
Scarce, ofer the thirſty field with ſun- ſhine fir'd, 
Had ev'ning gales the ſportive wing eſſay'd, 
When ſounds of hopeleſs woe the ſilent ſcene invade. 


SorHRONIA, lang for ev'ry virtue dear 

That grac'd the wife, the mother, or the friend, 

Depriv'd of life, now preſs'd the mournful bier, 

In fad proceſſion to the tomb ſuſtain'd. - 

Ah me! in vain to heav'n andearth complain'd 
With tender cries her num'rous orphan train 
The tears of wedded love profuſe were ſhed in vain, 


P © 
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For her, was grief on ev'ry face impreſs'd ; 
For her, each boſom heav'd with tender ſighs : 
An huſband late with all her virtues bleſs'd, 
And weeping race in ſad ideas riſe : 
| For her depreſs'd and pale, 
Your charms, ye Graces, veil, 
Whom to adorn was once your chief delight : 
Ye virtues all deplore 
Your image, now no more, 
And“ Hymen quench thy torch in tears and endleſs 
night, 
8 
Non yet theſe diſmal proſpects diſappear, 
When o'er the weeping plain new horrors riſe, 
And louder accents pierce each frighted ear, 
Accents of grief imbitter'd by ſurprize! 
Frantic with woe, at once the tumult flies, 
To ſnatch Aboxis waſh'd along the ſtream, 
And all th* extended bank re-echoes-to his name, 


Ranc'p on the brink the weeping matrons ſtand, 


The lovely wreck of fortune to ſurvey, 


While o'er the flood he way'd his beauteous hand, 
| 00 


God of marriage. 


No r 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 115 


Or in convulſive anguiſh ſtruggling lay. 
By ſlow degrees they view'd his force decay, 
In fruitleſs efforts to regain the ſhore : 
They view'd and mourn'd his fate : O heaven ! they | 
could no more. 


Ye* Naraps, guardians of the fatal flood, 
Was beauty, ſweetneſs, youth, no more your care ? 
For beauty, ſweetneſs, youth, your pity woo'd, 
Powerful to charm, if fate could learn to ſpare. 

Stretch'd on cold earth he lies ; 

While, in his cloſing eyes, 
No more the heav'n-illumin'd luſtre ſhines; 

His cheek, once nature's pride, 

With blooming roſes dy'd, 

To unrelenting fate its op'ning bluſh reſigns. 


V. 
Drax hapleſs youth! what felt thy mother's heart, 
When in her view thy lifeleſs form was laid ? 
Such anguiſh when the ſoul and body part, 
Such agonizing pangs the frame invade. 


Was 
* River goddeſſes. | 
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Was there no hand, ſhe cry'd, my child to aid? 
Could heav'n and earth unmov'd his fall ſurvey, 
Nor from th' inſatiate waves redeem their lovely 
prey ? 


Dip I for this my tend'reſt cares employ, 

To nouriſh and inſtruct thy early bloom ? 

Are all my riſing hopes, my promis'd j joy, 

Extindt i in death's inexorable gloom ? 

No more ſhall life thoſe faded charms relume, 
Dear rip'ning ſweetneſs! ſunk no more to riſe! 
Thee nature mourns, like me, with fond maternal 

eyes. 


* 


Fox ruxx and life, your gifts how inſecure ! 
How fair you promiſe ! but how ill perform | 
Like tender fruit, they periſh premature, 
Scorch'd by the beam, or whelm'd beneath the ſtorm. 
. For thee a fate more kind, 
Thy mother's hopes aſſign'd, 

T han thus to fink in early youth deplor'd ; 

But late thou fled'ſt my ſight, 

Thy parent's dear delight! 


And art thou to uy arms, ah! art thou thus reſtoſ' d? 
SEVERE | 
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VI. 
SEVERE thoſe ills ; yet heavier ſtill impend, 
That wound with livelier grief the ſmarting ſoul : 
As, ere the long - collected ſtorm deſcend, 
Red lightnings flaſh, and thunder ſhakes the pole 
Portentuous, ſolemn, loud its murmurs roll : 
While from the ſubject field the trembling hind 
Views inſtant ruin threat the labours of mankind. 


Fox ſcarce the bitter ſigh and deep'ning groan 
In fainter cadence died away in air, 
When, lo! by fate a deadlier ſhaft was thrown, 
Which open'd ev'ry ſource of deep deſpair : | 
As yet our-ſouls thoſe recent ſorrows ſhare, 
Swift from th' adjacent field Menarcas flies, 
While grief impels his ſteps, and tears bedew his 
eyes. 


Weep on, he cry'd, let tears no meaſure know; 
Hence from thoſe fields let pleaſure wing her way : 
Ye ſhades, be hallow'd from this hour to woe ; 
No more with ſummer's pride, ye meads, be gay. 
Ah! why, with ſweetneſs crown'd, | 
Should ſummer ſmile around ? | 
o | | | Pur; 
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PHILANTHES now is number'd with the dead : 
Young health, all drown'd in tears, 
A livid paleneſs wears; 

Dim are her radiant eyes, and all her roſes fade. 


VII. 
Him bright * Hycz14a, in life's early dawn, '> 
Thro' nature's fav'rite walks with tranſport led, 
Thro' woods umbrageous, or the op'ning lawn, 
Or where freſh fountains lave the flow'ry mead: 
There ſummer's treaſures to his view diſplay'd, 
What herbs and flow'rs ſalubrious juice beſtow, 
Along the lowly vale, or mountain's arduous brow, 


a” 


Tue paralytic nerve his art confeſs'd, 
Quick-panting aſthma, and conſumption pale : J 
Corroſive pain he ſoften'd i into reſt, 
And bade the fever's rage no more prevail. 
Unhappy art! decreed at laſt to fail, 

Why linger? d then thy ſalutary pow'r, 

Nor from a life ſq dear repell'd the deſtin'd hour: 


You griefs, O love and friendſhip, how ſevere! 
When high to heav'n his ſoul purſu'd her flight; 


| 5 Your 
F Daughter of Zsculayeivs, and goddeſs of health. 
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Your moving plaints ſtill vibrate on my ear, 
Still the ſad viſion ſwims before my ſight. 
O'er all the mournful ſcene, 
Inconſolable pain, 
In ev ry various form, appear'd expreſs'd: 
The tear-diſtilling eye, 
The long, deep, broken ſigh, 
Diſſolv'd each tender ſoul, and heav'd in ev'ry breaſt. 


VIII. 
Such were their woes, and oh! how juſt, how due! 


What tears could equal ſuch immenſe diſtreſs ? 

Time, cure of lighter ills, muſt ours renew, 

And years the ſenſe of what we loſe increaſe. 

From whom ſhall now the wretched hope redreſs? 
Religion where a nobler ſubject find, | 
So favour'd of the ſkies, ſo dear to human kind ? 


Fark friendſhip, ſmiling on his natal hour, 

The babe ſelected in her ſacred train; 

She bade him round diffuſive bleſſings ſhow? 5 

And in his boſom fix'd her fav'rite fane, 

In glory thence how ſtrong, yet how ſerene, 

Her vital influence ſpread its chearing rays! 

Worth felt the genial beam, and ripen'd in the blaze. 

| I As 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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As lucid ſtreams refreſh the ſmiling plain, 
Op'ning the flow'rs that on their borders grow; 
As grateful to the herb, deſcending rain, 


That ſhrunk and wither'd in the ſolar glow : 


So, when his voice was heard, 
Affliction diſappear'd ; 
Pleaſure with raviſh'd ears imbib'd the ſound ; 
Grief with its ſweetneſs ſooth'd; 
Each cloudy feature ſmooth'd, 
And ever-waking care forgot th' eternal wound. 


Sucn elegance of taſte, ſuch graceful eaſe, 

Infus'd by heav'n, thro? all his manners ſhone ; . 

In him it ſeem'd to join whate'er could pleaſe, 

And plan the full perfection from its own: 

He other fields and other ſwains had known, 

Gentle as thoſe of old by * Pnoxzus taught, 
When poliſh'd with his Jute, like him, they ſpoke 

and thought. 


Tus 


* He was ſaid to poliſh the ſwains, when, in revenge for 
forging the bolt which killed his ſon, he flew the CycLors, 
and was doom'd to keep the flocks of ApmeTvus. 


To 


His 
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Tuus form'd alike to bleſs, and to be bleſs'd, 
Such heav'nly graces kindred graces found; 
Her gentle turn the ſame, the ſame her taſte, 
With equal worth, and equal candour crown'd: 
Long may ſhe ſearch creation's ample round, 
The joys of ſuch a friendſhip to explore; 
But, once in him expir'd, to joy ſhe lives no more. 


As nature to her works ſupremely kind, 

His tender ſoul with all the parent glow'd ; 

On all his race, his goodneſs unconfin'd, 

One full exhauſtleſs ſtream of fondneſs flow'd ; 
Pleas'd as each genius roſe 
New proſpects to diſcloſe, 

To form the mind, and raiſe its gen'rous aim; 
His thoughts, with virtue warm'd, ' 

At once inſpir'd and charm'd ; 


His looks, his words, his ſmiles transfug'd the ſacred 
flame. | 


X. 
Say ye, whoſe minds for long revolving years 
The joys of ſweet ſociety have known, 
Whoſe mutual fondneſs ev'ry hour endears, 
Q 


Whoſe. 
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Whoſe pains, whoſe pleaſures, and whoſe ſouls, are one; 
O! ſay, for you can judge, and you alone, 
What anguiſh pierc'd his widow'd conſort's heart, 
When from her dearer ſelf for ever doom'd to part. 


Hrs children to the ſcene of death repair, 
While more than filial ſorrow bathes their eyes; 
His ſmiles indulgent, his paternal care, 1 
In ſadly- pleaſing recollection riſe: 725 V 
But young Dok ix pA, with diſtinguiſh'd f , 

Effuſing all her ſoul in ſoft regret, 


Seems, while ſhe mourns his loſs, to ſhare a fa- Tr 
ther's fate. | Still 
| Shall 
WHETHER the day its wonted courſe renew'd, y 
Or mid-night vigils wrapt the world in ſnade, Mila 
Her tender taſk aſſiduous ſhe purſu'd, | . 
To ſooth his anguiſh, or his wants to aid; In 
Jo ſoften ev'ry pain, | 
The meaning look explain, 
And ſcan the forming wiſh ere yet expreſs'd : Hen 
The dying father ſmil'd To bi 
With fondneſs on his child, To bi 
And, when his tongue was mute, his eyes her good- | 
neſs bleſs'd. *7 


AT 


7 
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Ar length, fair mourner! ceaſe thy riſing woe: 
Its object ſtill ſurviving ſeeks the ſkies, 
Where brighter ſuns in happier climates glow, 
And ampler ſcenes with height'ning charms ſurpriſe : 
There perfect life thy much lov'd fire enjoys, 

The life of gods, exempt from grief and pain, 


Where in immortal breaſts immortal tranſports 
reign. 


Ye mourning ſwains, your loud complaints forbear; 

Still he, the Genius of our green retreat, 

Shall with benignant care our labours chear, 

And baniſh far each ſhock of adverſe fate; 

Mild ſuns and gentle ſnow'rs on ſpring ſhall wait, 
His hand with ev'ry fruit ſhall autumn ſtore : 


In heav*n your patron reigns, ye ſhepherds, weep 
no more. 


HencerorTH his pow'r ſhall with your*Lars join, 
To bid your cots with peace and pleaſure ſmile ; 


To bid diſeaſe and languor ceaſe to pine, 
| | And 


* Domeſtic gods, 
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And fair abundance crown each rural toil : 
While birds their lays reſume, - 
And ſpring her annual bloom, 
Let verdant wreaths his ſacred tomb adorn ; 
To him, each riſing day, 
Devout libations pay : 
In heav'n your patron reigns, no more, ye ſhepherds, 
mourn, 


Tux 


Wh 


Let 


Fay 
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Tar WISH: 
"an ELEGY. 


ein 


Felices ter, et amplius, 


Quos irrupta tenet copula, nec malis 
Divulſus querimoniis X> 
Suprema citius ſolvet amor die. Hor. 


E T others travel, with inceſſant pain, 
The wealth of earth and ocean to ſecure; 
Then, with fond hopes, careſs the precious bane; 
In grandeur abject, and in affluence poor. 


But ſoon, too ſoon, in fancy's timid eyes, 

Wild waves ſhall roar, and conflagrations ſpread; 
While bright in arms, and of gigantic ſize, 

The fear-form'd robber haunts the thorny bed. 


Let me, in dreadleſs poverty retir'd, 
The real joys of life, unenvied, ſhare : 
Favour'd by love, and by the muſe inſpir'd, 
Pl! yield to wealth its jealouſy and care. 
| On 
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On riſing ground, the proſpe& to command, But 
Unting'd with ſmoak, where vernal breezes blow, 
In rural neatneſs let my cottage ſtand ; Ira 


Here wave a wood, and there a river flow. 
Oft from the neighb' ring hills and paſtures round, For 
Let ſheep with tender bleat ſalute my ear; | 


Nor fox inſidious haunt the guiltleſs ground, For 
Nor man purſue the trade of murder near: | 
Far hence, kind heav'n ! expel the ſavage train, Bene 
Inur'd to blood, and eager to deſtroy ; ] 
Who pointed ſteel with recent ſlaughter ſtain, In v⸗ 
And place in groans and death their cruel joy. 1 
Ye pow'rs of ſocial life and tender ſong 
To you devoted ſhall my fields remain; | 
Here undiſturb'd the peaceful day prolong, For | 
Nor own a ſmart but love's delightful pain. 8 
For you, my trees ſhall wave their leafy ſhade; * 
For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air J Ry 
For you, be autumn's bluſhing gifts diſplay'd, ; 


And all that nature yields of ſweet or fair. 
But, 


—— — — —— 
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But, O! if plaints, which love and grief inſpire, 
In heav'nly breaſts could e' er compaſſion find, 

Grant me, ah! grant my heart's ſupreme deſire, 
And teach my dear URAN1A to be kind. 


For her, black ſadneſs clouds my brighteſt day 
For her, in tears the mid-night vigils roll ; 

For her, cold horrors melt my pow'rs away, 
And chill the living vigour of my ſoul. 


Beneath her ſcorn each youthful ardor dies, 
Its joys, its wiſhes, and its hopes, expire 

ln vain the fields of ſcience tempt my eyes; 
In vain for me the muſes firing the lyre. 


O! let her oft my humble dwelling grace, 

Humble no more if there ſhe deign to ſhine; Till 

For heav'n, unlimited by time or place, 1 il 
Still waits on god-like worth and charms divine. my 


Amid the cooling fragrance of the morn, 
How ſweet with her through lonely fields to ſtray ! 
Her charms the lovelieſt landſkip ſhall adorn, 


And add new glories to the riſing day. 
bed With 
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With her, all nature ſhines in heighten'd bloom; 


The filver ſtream in ſweeter muſic flows; 
Odours more rich the fanning gales perfume z 
And deeper tinctures * the ſpreading roſe. 


With her, the ſhades of night their SEN loſe, | 
Its deepeſt filence charms if ſhe be by 

Her voice the muſic of the dawn renews, . 
Its lambent radiance ſparkles in her eye, 


How ſweet, with her, in wiſdom's calm receſs, 
To brighten ſoft deſire with wit refin'd | | 

Kind nature's laws with ſacred Asnl E trace, 
And view the faireſt features of the mind! 


Or borne on Mil rox's flight, as heav'n, ſublime, 


View its full blaze in open proſpect glow; 
Bleſs the firſt pair in Eden's happy clime, 
- Or drop the human tear for endleſs woe. 


And when, in virtue and in peace grown old, 
| No arts the languid lamp of life reſtore 3 
Her let me graſp with hands convuls'd and cold, 


2 ev'ry nerve relax d can hold no more: 
| Loag 


For 


Ti: 
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Long, long on her my dying eyes ſuſpend, 

Till the laſt beam ſhall vibrate on my ſight; 

Then ſoar where only greater joys attend, 
And bear her image to eternal light. 


Fond man, ahl whither would thy fancy rove ? 
Tis thine to languiſh in unpitied ſmart; 
'Tis thine, alas] eternal ſcorn to prove, 
Nor feel one gleam of comfort warm thy heart. 


But, if my fair this cruel law impoſe, 
Pleas'd, to her will I all my ſoul reſign, 
To walk beneath the burden of my woes, 
Or fink in death, nor at my fate repine. | 


Yet when, with woes unmingled and ſincere, 
To earth's cold womb in filence I deſcend 1 
Let her, to grace my obſequies, appear, | 
And with the weeping throng her ſorrows blend. 


Ah! no; be all her hours with pleaſure crown'd, 
And all her ſoul from ev'ry anguiſh free: 
Should my ſad fate that gentle boſom wound, 


The joys of heav'n would be no joys to me. 
| "_4 1 Joy On 
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On the Drarn of Mr. PO P E: 
Ax ELEGY. 


Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung ; 

Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue : 

Ev'n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 

Shall * want the gen rous tear he pays. | 
Porr s Unfortunate Lady. 


HIL E yet I ſcarce awake from dumb ſurprize, 
And tepid ſtreams profuſely bathe my eyes; 
While ſoul-diſſolving ſighs my boſom ſtrain, 

And all my being ſinks oppreſs'd with pain; 
Deign you, whoſe ſouls, like mine, are form'd to know 
The nice poetic ſenſe of bliſs and woe; 

To thoſe ſad accents deign a pitying ear: 
Strong be our * as the cauſe ſevere. 


0 Porn; what tears ho abloui attend! 
Britain a bard deplores, mankind a friend: 
For thee, their darling, weep th Aonian choir, 
Mute the ſoft voice, unſtrung the tuneful lyre : 
For thee, the virtuous and the ſage ſhall mourn, 


And virgin forrows bathe thy ſacred urn: 8 
TLE bt ; + „ +» One 


—— 
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One veil of grief o'er heav'n and earth be thrown, 
And vice and envy flaunt in ſmiles alone. 

Ere while depreſs'd in abje& duſt they lay, 

Nor with their hideous forms affronted day ; 

While thy great genius, in their tortur'd ſight, 
Plac'd truth and virtue cloath'd with heav'nly light: 
Now pleas'd, to open ſunſhine they return, 

And oer the fate exult which others mourn. 


An me! far other thoughts my ſoul inſpire; 
Far other accents breathes the plaintive lyre: 
Thee, tho* the muſes bleſs'd with all their art, 
And pour'd their ſacred raptures on thy heart; 
Tho' thy lov'd virtue, with a mother's pain, 
Deplores thy fate, alas! deplores in vain: 
Silent and pale thy tuneful frame remains 
Death ſeals thy ſight, and freezes in thy veins: 
Cold is that breaſt, which warm'd the world before, 
* And that ir pe tongue ſhall charm no 

„more.“ 


Wrom next Te heav'n to ſhare thy honours chuſe; 
Whom conſecrate to virtue and the mule ? 


$ 3 
| 
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/ 


132 P O E Ms on 


The muſe, by fate's eternal plan, deſignd 

To light, exalt, and humanize the mind; 

To bid kind pity melt, juſt anger glow ; 

To kindle joy, or prompt the ſighs of woe 

To ſhake with horror, rack with tender ſmart, 
And touch the fineſt ſprings that move the heart. 


* CussT he! who, without extaſy ſincere, | 
The poet's ſoul effus'd in ſong can hear: 
His aid in vain ſhall indigence require ; 
Unmov'd he views his deareſt friends expire; 
Nature and nature's God that wretch deteſt; 
Unſought his friendſhip, and his days u 
Hell's mazy frauds deep in his boſom roll, 
And all her gloom hangs heayy on his foul, 


* What we call poetical genius, depends entirely on the 


quickneſs of moral feeling : he, therefore, who carinot feel 


poetry, muſt either have his affections and internal ſenſes de- 


praved by vice, or be naturally inſenſible of the pleaſures 
reſulting from the exerciſe of them. But this natural inſen- 


ſibility is almoſt never ſo great in any heart, as entirely to 


hinder the impreſſion of well-painted N or natural i i- 
mages connected with it. 


A 
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As when the ſun begins his eaſtern way, 

Io bleſs the nations with returning day, L 
Crown'd with unfading ſplendor, on he flies; 
Reveals the world, and kindles all the ſkies: - 
The proſtrate Eaſt the radiant God adore 

So, Pore, we view'd thee, but muſt view no more. 
Thee angels late beheld, with mute ſurprize, 
Glow with their themes, and to their accents riſe ; 
They view'd with wonder thy unbounded aim, 

To trace the mazes of thꝰ eternal ſcheme : 

But heav'n thoſe ſcenes to human view denies, 
Thoſe ſcenes impervious to celeſtial eyes : 

| Whoe'er attempts the path, ſhall loſe his way, 
And, wrapt in night, through endleſs error ſtray. 


In thee what talent ſhall we moſt admire ; 
The critic's judgment, or the poet's fire? | 
Alike, in both, to glory is thy claim; 

Thine Ar1STOTLE's taſte, and Home's flame. 


ARM'p with impartial ſatire, when thy muſe | 
Triumphant vice with all her rage purſues 1 
To hell's dread gloom the monſter fcours away, 8 
Far from the haunts of men, and ſcenes of day: 
There, 
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There, curſt and curſing, rack'd with raging woe, 
Shakes with inceſſant howls the realms below. 
But ſoon, too ſoon, the fiend to light ſhall riſe 


Her ſteps the earth ſcarce bound, her head the ſkies; - 


Till his red terrors Jove again diſplay, 
Aſſert his laws, and vindicate his ſway. 


Wren Ovm's ſong bewails the Leſbian Fair, 
Her lighted paſſion, and intenſe deſpair 
By thee improv'd, in each ſoul-moving line, 
Not Ovid's wit, but Saypno's ſorrows ſhine. 
When ELorsa mourns her hapleſs fate, 
What heart can ceaſe with all her pangs to beat ? 


Wulkx pointed wit, with flowing numbers grac'd, 


Excites the laugh, ev'n in the guilty breaſt ; 
The gaudy coxcomb, and the fickle fair, 
Shall dread the fatire of thy raviſh'd hair, : 
Nor the * Sicilian breath'd a ſweeter ſong, 
While AzzTHvusa, charm'd and liſt'ning, hung; 
For whom each muſe, from her dear ſeat retir d, 
His flocks protected, and himſelf inſpir d- 
| 7 727" + ne 
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9 
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Nor he * who ſung, while ſorrow fill'd the plain, 
How CyTHEREA mourn'd Aponis ſlain; 

Nor + TirvRus, who, in immortal lays, 
Taught Mantua's echoes GALATEA's praiſe. 

No more let Mantua boaſt unrival'd fame; 
Thy Windſer now ſhall equal honours claim: 
Eternal fragrance ſhall each breeze perfume, 
And in each grove eternal verdure bloom. 


Ye tuneful ſhepherds, and ye beauteous maids, 
From fair Ladona's banks, and Windſars ſhades, 
Whoſe ſouls in tranſport melted at his ſong, 
Soft as your ſighs, and as your wiſhes ſtrong ; 

0 come ! your copious annual tributes bring, 

The full luxuriance of the rifled ſpring ; 

Strip various nature of each faireſt flow'r, . - 
And on his tomb the gay profuſion ſhow'r. 

Let long-liv'd panſies here their ſcents beſtow, 
The violets Janguiſh, and the roſes glow 
In yellow glory let the crocus ſhine, 
Narciſſus here his love-ſick head recline z 
Here hyacinths in purple ſweetneſs riſe, 

And tulips ting'd with beaury's faireſt dyes. 


Bios. + Virol, 


Wno ſhall ſucceed thy worth, O darling ſwain! 
Attempt thy reeds, or emulate thy ſtrain ? 
Each painted warbler of the vocal grove 
Laments thy fate, unmindful of his love: 
Thee, thee the breezes, thee the fountains mourn, 
And ſolemn moans reſponſive rocks return; 
Shepherds and flocks protract the doleful ſound, 
And nought is heard but mingled plaints around. 


Wren firſt CaLLioeE thy fall ſurvey'd; 
Immortal tears her eyes profuſely ſhed , 
Her pow'rleſs hand the tuneful harp reſign' d; 


The conſcious harp her griefs, low- murm' ring, join'd; 


Her voice in trembling cadence dy d away, 
And, loſt in anguiſh, all the goddeſs lax. 
Such pangs ſhe felt, when, from the realms of light, 
The fates, in HoMeR, raviſh'd her delight: 
To thee her ſacred hand conſign'd his lyre, 
And in thy boſom kindled all his fire: 
Hence, in our tongue, his glorious labours dreſt, - 
Breathe all the god that warm'd their author's breaſt. 


- 


Wren horrid war informs the ſacred page, 4 
And men and gods conflict in mutual rage, 
. | 518 The 
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The claſh of arms, the trumpet's awful ſound, 

And groans and clamours ſhake the mountains round , 
The nations rock, earth's ſolid baſes groan, 

And Quake heav'n's arches to th eternal throne. 


Wren Eorvus dilates the lawleſs wind, 
O'er nature's face to revel unconfin'd, | 
Bend heav'n n's blue concave, ſweep the fruitful plain, 
Tear up the foteſt, and inrage the main; 
In horrid native pomp the tempeſts ſhine, 
Ferment, and roar, and acſtuate in each line. 


Warn Stsyphbös, with many 4 weary groan, 
Rolls up the hill the ſtill-revolving ſtone 
The loaded line, like it, ſeems to recoil; 
Strains bis bent nerves, and heaves with his full toil 5 
But, when reſulting rapid from its height, 
Precipitate the numbers emulate the flight. 


As when creative Energy, employ'd, 
With various beings fill d the boundleſs void ; 
With deep ſurvey. th- omniſcient Parent view'd 
The mighty fabric, and confeſs d it good; 
* — 
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He view'd, exulting with immenſe delight, 
"The lovely tranſcript, as th* idea, bright: 

So ſwell'd the“ bard with exſtaſy divine, 

When full and finiſh'd roſe his bright deſign ; 

So, from th Elyſian bow'rs, he joy'd to ſee 

All his immortal ſelf reviv'd in thee. 

While fame enjoys thy conſecrated fane, | 

F irt of th inſpir'd, with him for ever reign; 

With his, each diſtant age ſhall rank thy name, 

And ev'n reluctant envy hiſs acclaim. 


Bur, ah! blind fate will no diſtinction know; 
Swift down the torrent all alike muſt flow: 
Wit, virtue, learning, are alike its prey; - 
All, all muſt tread th' irremeable way. 


No more fond wiſhes in my breaſt ſhall roll, 
Diſtend my heart, and kindle all my foul, 
To breathe | my honeſt raptures in thy ear, 

And feel thy kindneſs in returns lincere 
Thy art, I hop'd, ſhould teach the muſe to ſing, 
Direct her flight, and prune her infant wing: 


'# : | Now, 


* HoMER, 
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Now, muſe, be dumb; or Jet thy ſong deplore ; 
Thy pleaſures blaſted, and thy hopes no more. 


TgeMenDovs pow'rs! who rule th? eternal ſtate, | 
Whoſe voice is thunder, and whoſe nod'is fate; z - 
Did I for empire, ſecond to your own, 

Cling round the ſhrine, and importune the throne ? 
Pray'd I, that fame ſhould bear my name on high, 
Through nation'd earth, or all-involving ſky ? h 
Woo'd I for me the ſun to toil and ſhine, 

The gem to brighten, or mature the mine? 

Tho' deep involv'd in adamantine night, 

Aſk'd I again to view heav'n's chearful light ? 
Pope's love I ſought ; that only boon deny'd, 

O life! what pleaſure canſt thou boaſt beſide, 
Worth my regard, or equal to my pride? 


' Tavs mourns a tim*rous muſe, unknown to fame, 
Thus ſheds her ſweeteſt incenſe on thy name; 
Whilſt on her lips imperfect accents die, 

Tear following tear, and ſigh ſucceeding ſigh : 
She mourns, nor ſhe alone, with fond regret, 
A world, a feeling world, muſt weep thy fate. 


WurrrE: 
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Ware poliſh'd arts and ſacred ſcience reign, 
Where'er the Nine their tuneful preſence deign ; 
There ſhall thy glory, with unclouded blaze, 15 
Command immortal monuments of praiſe ; 
From clime to clime the circling ſun ſhall view 
Its rival ſplendor f ſtil] his own purſue. , 
While the ſwift torrent from its ſource deſcends ; 


While round this globe heav/n's ample concave bends; 


Whilſt all irs living lamps their courſe maintain, 
And lead the beauteous year's revolving train; 
So long ſhall men thy heav'nly ſong admire, 
And nature's charms and thine at once expire. 
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A SOLILOQUY: 


Occaſioned by the Author's eſcape from falling in in- 
to a deep well, where he muſt haye been irreco- 
verably loſt, if a favourite lap - dog had not, by 
the ſound of its feet upon the board with which 
the well was govered, warned him of his danger. 


Duid quiſque vitet, nunguam homini ſatis 
Cautum eft in horas. HoRarT, 


Here am I!—O Eternal Pow'r of heav'a! 
2 Relieve me; or, amid the ſilent gloom, 


Can tne s cry approach no gen'rous eat 
Prompt to redreſs th* unhappy ? O my heart! 
What ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I rurn ? 
Will no kind hand, benevolent as heav' n, 
Save me involy'd | in peril and in night ? 

Hance with Sole ſtands my briſtling hair; 5 
My tongue forgets its motion; ſtrength forſakes 


py trembling limbs; my voice, impell'd i in vain, 


Ns 


* 
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No paſſage finds; cold, cold as death, my blood, 
Keen as the breath of winter, chills each vein. 
For on the verge, the awful verge of fate 
Scarce fix'd I ſtand; and one progreſſive ſtep 
Had plung'd me down, unfathomably deep, 

To gulphs impervious to the chearful ſun | 
And fragrant breeze; to that abhorr'd abode, 
Where Silence and Oblivion, fifters drear! 
With cruel Death confed*rate empire hold, 

In deſolation and primzval gloom. 


Ha! what unmans me thus? what, more thanhorror, 
Relaxes ev'ry nerve, untunes my frame, 13 : 
And chills my inmoſt ſoul ?—Be ſtill, my heart! 
Nor, flutt'ring thus, in vain attempt to burſt 
The barrier firm, by which thou art confin'd. 
Reſume your functions, limbs ! reſtrain thoſe knees 
From ſmiting thus each other. Rouſe, my ſoul! 
Aſſert thy native dignity, and dare 
Jo brave this king of terrors; to confront 
His cloudy brow, and unrelenting frown, 

Wich ſteady ſcorn, in conſcious trium ph bold. 
Reaſon, that beam of uncreated da, 
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That ray of Deity, by God's own breath 

| Intus'd and kindled, reaſon will diſpel 
| Thoſe fancy'd terrors : reaſon will inſtruct thee, 

That death is heav'n's kind interpoſing hand, 

To ſnatch thee timely from impending woe; 

From aggregated miſery, whoſe pangs 

Can find no other period but the grave. 


Fon oh Ladle others gaze on nature's face, 

The verdant vale, the mountains, woods, and 
ſtreams; | 

; Or, with delight ineffable, FETUS 

The ſun, bright image of his parent God ; 

The ſeaſons, in majeſtic order, round 

This vary'd globe revolving ; young-ey'd ſpring, 

Profule of life and; joy; ſummer, adorn'd- 

With keen effulgence, bright'ning heav'n and earth; 

Autumn, , replete with nature's various boon, 

To bleſs the toiling hind ; and winter, grand 

With rapid ſtorms, convulſing nature's frame: 

Whilſt others view heav'n's all- involving arch, 

Bright with unnumber' d worlds; and, loſt in joy, 

Fair order and utility behold : . % 
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Or, unfatigu'd, th' amazing chain purſue, 
Which, in one vaſt all-comprehending whole, 
Unites th imitienſe ſtupendous works of God, 
Conjoining part with part, and, thro' the frams; 
Diffuſing ſacred harmony and joy: 
To me thoſe fair viciſſitudes are loſt, 
And grace and beauty blotted from my view. | 


The verdant vale, the mountains, woods, and ſtreams, 


One horrid blank appear; the young-ey'd ſpring, 
_ - Effulgent ſummer, autumn deck'd in wealth 

To bleſs the toiling hind, and winter grand 
With rapid ſtorms, revolve in vain for me: 

Nor the bright ſun, nor all-embracing arch 

Of heav'n, ſhall &et thoſe wretched orbs beliold. 


O Beauty, Harmony] ye ſiſter train 
Of Graces z you, who in th' admiring eye 
Of God your charms diſplay*d, ere yet, tranſcrib'd 
On nature's form, your heav'nly features ſhone : 
Why are you ſnatch'd for ever from my ſight, 
Whilſt, in your ſtead, a boundleſs waſte expanſe 
Of undiſtingui{t*d horror covers all? 


Wide o'er my proſpect rueful darkneſs breathes 
| Her 
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Her inauſpicious vapour ; in whoſe ſhade, 

Fear, grief, and anguiſh, natives of her reign, 

In ſocial ſadneſs, gloomy vigils keep: 

With them I walk, with them ſtill doom'd to ſhare 
Eternal blackneſs, without hopes of dawn. 


Hence oft the hand of ignorance and ſcorn, 
To barb'rous mirth abandon'd, points me out 
With idiot grin: the ſupercilious eye : 
Oft, from the noiſe and glare of proſp'rous life, 

On my obſcurity diverts its gaze | 
Exulting; and, with wanton pride inflate, 
Felicitates its own ſuperior lot : 

Inhuman triumph! Hence the piercing taunt 

Of titled inſolence inflicted deep. 

Hence the warm bluſh that paints ingenuous ſhame, 
By conſcious want inſpir'd ; th' unpitied pang 

Of love and friendſhip ſlighted. Hence the tear 
Of impotent compaſſion, when the voice 

Of pain, by others felt, quick ſmites my heart, 
And rouſes all its tenderneſs in vain. 

All theſe, and more, on this devoted head, 


Have with collected bitterneſs been pour'd. 
T | Nox | 


a6 F OE MS on 


Nox end my ſorrows here. The ſacred fane 
Of knowledge, ſcarce acceſſible to me, 
With heart-conſuming anguiſh I behold; 
Knowledge, for which my ſoul infatiate burns 
With ardent thirſt. Nor can theſe uſeleſs hands, 
| Untutor'd in each life- ſuſtaining art, 
Nouriſh this wretched being, and ſupply 
Frail nature's'wants that ſhort ceſſation know. 


WrzRe now, ah! where is that ſupporting arm 
Which to my weak unequal infant ſteps 

Its kind affiſtance Tent? Ah! where that love, 
That ſtrong aſſiduous tenderneſs, which watch'd 
My wiſhes yet ſcarce form'd ; and, to my view, 
Unimportun'd, like all- indulging heav'n, 

Their objects brought? Ah! where that gentle voice 
Which, with inſtruction, foft as ſummer dews 
Or fleecy ſnows, deſcending on my ſoul, 
Diſtinguiſh'd ev'ry hour with new delight ? 

Ah ! where that virtue, which, amid the ſtorms, 
The mingled horrors of tumultuous life, 
Untainted, unſubdu'd, the ſhock ſuſtain'd ? 


So 


* The character here drawn is that of the author's father, 
whoſe unforeſeen fate had juſt before happened. 
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So firm the oak which, in eternal night, 
As deep its root extends, as high to heav'n 
Its top majeſtic riſes : ſuch the ſmile 
Of ſome benignant angel, from the throne 
Of God diſpatch'd, ambaſſador of peace 
Who on his look impreſt his meſſage bears, 
And pleas'd, from earth averts impending ill, 
Alas ! no wife thy parting kiſſes ſhar'd ; 
From thy expiring lips no child receiv'd 
Thy laſt dear bleſſing and thy laſt advice. 
Friend, father, benefactor, all at once, 
In thee forſook me, an unguarded prey 
For ev'ry ſtorm, whoſe lawleſs fury roars 
Beneath the azure concave of the ſky, 
To toſs, and on my head exhauſt its rage. 


De JECTING proſpect ſoon the hapleſs hour 
May come; perhaps this moment it impends, 
Which drives me forth to penury and cold, | 
Naked and beat by all the ſtorms of heav'n, 
Friendleſs and guideleſs to explore my way; 
Till, on cold earth this poor unſhelter'd head 
Reclining, vainly from the ruthleſs blaſt 
Reſpite I beg, and in the ſhock expire, 
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Mx miſerable! wherefore, O my ſoul! 
Was, on ſuch hard conditions, life deſir'd? 
One ſtep, one friendly ſtep, without thy guilt, 
Had plac'd me ſafe in that profound receſs, 
Where, undiſturb'd, eternal quiet reigns, 
And ſweet forgetfulneſs of grief and care. 
Why, then, my coward ſoul ! didſt thou recoil ? 
Why ſhun the final exit of thy woe ? 
Why ſhiver at approaching diſſolution ? 


Say why, by nature's unreſiſted force, 
Is ev'ry being, where volition reigns 
And active choice, impell'd to ſhun their fate, 
And dread deſtruction as the worſt of ills ? 
Say, why they ſhrink, why fly, why fight, why riſk 
Precarious life, to lengthen out its date, 
Which, lengthen'd, is, at beſt, protracted pain ? 
Say, by what myſtic charms, can life allure 
Unnumber'd beings, who, beneath me far 
Plac'd in th' extenſive ſcale of nature, want 


Thoſe bleſſings heav'n accumulates on me ? 
Bleſſings ſuperior ; ; tho' the blaze of day 
Pours on their ſight i its ſoul-refreſhing ſtream, . 


To 
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To me extin& in everlaſting ſhades : 

Vet heav'n- taught muſic, at whoſe powerful voice, 
Corroſive care and anguiſh, charm'd to peace, 
Forſake the heart, and yield it all to joy, 

Ne'er ſooths their pangs. To their inſenſate view 
Knowledge in vain her faireſt treaſure ſpreads. 
To them the nobleſt gift of bounteous heav'n, 
Sweet converſation, whoſe enliv'ning force 
Elates, diſtends, and, with unfading ſtrength, 

Inſpires the ſoul, remains for ever loſt. 

The ſacred ſympathy of ſocial hearts; 
Benevolence, ſupreme delight of heav'n; 

Th' extenſive wiſh, which, in one wide embrace, 
All beings circles, when the ſwelling ſoul 
Partakes the joys of God; ne' er warms their breaſts, 


As yet my ſoul ne'er felt th* oppreſſive weight 
Of indigence unaided : ſwift redreſs, 
Beyond the daring flight of hope, approach'd, 
And ev'ry with of nature amply bleſt. | 
Tho, o'er the future ſeries of my fate, 

Ill omens ſeem to brood, and ſtars: malign 
To blend their baleful fire: oft, while the ſun 


Darts 
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Parts boundleſs glory thro? th expanſe of heav'n, 


A gloom of congregated vapours riſe, 


Than night more dreadful in her blackeſt ſhroud, 


And o'er. the face of things incumbent hang, 
Portending tempeſt ; till the ſource of day 


Again aſſerts the empire of the fky, | 


And, o'er the blotted ſcene of nature, throws 
A keener ſplendor. So, perhaps, that care, 
Thro' all creation felt, but moſt by man, 
Which hears with kind regard the tender ſigh 
Of modeſt want, may diſſipate my fears, 
And bid my hours a happier flight aſſume, 
Perhaps, enliv*ning hope ! perhaps my ſoul 
May drink at wiſdom's fountain, and allay 
Her unextinguiſh'd ardor in the ſtream : 
Wiſdom, the conſtant magnet, where each wiſh, 
Set by the hand of nature, ever points, 

_ Reſtleſs and faithful, as thꝰ attractive force 

By which all bodies to the centre tend. 


Wnar then! becauſe th' indulgent Sire of all 
Has, in the plan of things, preſcrib'd my ſphere ; 
Becauſe conſummate Wiſdom thought not fit, 
In 
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In affluence and pomp, to bid me ſhine; 
Shall I regret my deſtiny, and curſe | 
That ſtate, by heav'n's paternal care, deſign'd 
To train me up for ſcenes, with which compar'd, 
Theſe ages, meaſur'd by the orbs of heavin, 

In blank annihilation fade away ? 

For ſcenes, where, finiſh'd by almighty art, 
Beauty and order apen to the ſight 

In vivid glory; where the fainteſt rays 
Out-flaſh the ſplendor of our mid-day ſun? 

Say, ſhall the Source of all, who firſt aſſign'd 
Toceach conſtituent of this wondrous frame 

Its proper pow'rs, its place and action due, 
With due degrees of weakneſs, whence reſults 
Concord ineffable; ſhall he reverſe, 

Or diſconcert the univerſal ſcheme, 

The gen'ral good, to flatter ſelfiſh pride 

And blind deſire? Before th Almighty voice 
From non-exiſtence-call'd /me into life, 

What claim had I to being? what to ſhine 

In this high rank of creatures, form'd to climb 
The ſteep aſcent of virtue, unrelax d, 

Till infinite perfection crown their toil? 


Who, 
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Who, conſcious of their origin divine, 
Eternal order, beauty, truth and good, | 
Perceive, like their great Parent, and admire. 


Hush! then, my heart, with pious cares ſuppreſs 
This tumid pride and impotence of ſoul : _ 
Learn now, why all thoſe-multitudes, which crowd 
This ſpacious theatre, and gaze on heaw'n, | 
Invincibly averſe to meet their fate, 

Avoid each danger : know this ſacred truth, 

All- pertect Wiſdom, on each living ſoul, 
Engrav'd this mandate, to preſerve their frame, 
And hold entire the gen'ral orb of being.” it 
Then, with becoming rev'rence let each pow'r, 
In deep attention, hear the voice of God ; 

That awful voice, which, ſpeaking to the ſoul, 
Commands its reſignation to his law 


Fox this, has heav*n to virtues glorious ſtage 
Call'd me; and plac'd the garland in my view, 
The wreath of conqueſt ; baſely to deſert | 
The part aſſign'd me, and, with daſtard fear, 
From preſent pain, the cauſe of future bliſs, 


To ſhrink into the boſom of the grave? 
| How, 
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How, then, is gratitude's vaſt debt repaid ? 
Whete all the tender offices of love 
Due to fraternal man, in which the heart; 
Each bleſſing it communicates, enjoys? 
How then ſhall I obey the firſt great law 
Of nature's Legiſlator, deep impreſt | 
With double ſanction; reſtleſs fear of death, 
And fondneſs ſtill to breathe this vital air? 
Nor is th' injunction hard: who would not ſink 
A while in tears and ſorrow; then emerge 
With tenfold luſtre z triumph o'er his pain; 
And, with unfading glory, ſhine in heav'n? 


Com then, my little guardian Genius! cloath'd 
In that familiar form; my PayLax, come! 
Let me careſs thee, hug thee to my heart, 
Which beats with joy of life preſerv'd by thee. 
Had not thy interpoling fondneſs ſtaid 
My blind precipitation, now, ev'n now, 
My ſoul, by nature's ſharpeſt pangs expell'd, 
Had left this frame; had paſs'd the dreadful bound, 
Which life from death divides ; divides this ſcene 
From vaſt eternity, whoſe deep'ning ſhades, 

= | Imper- 
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Impervious to the ſharpeſt mortal ſight, 

Elude our keeneſt ſearch. Bur till I err. 
Howe'er thy grateful undeſigning heart, 

In ills foreſeen, with promptitude might aid ; 
Yet this, beyond thy utmoſt reach of thought, 
Not ev'n remotely diſtant could'ſt thou vie w. 
Secure thy ſteps the fragile board could preſs, 
Nor feel the leaſt alarm where I had ſunk: 
Nor could'ſt thou judge the awful depth below, 
Which, from its watry bottom, to receive 

My fall, tremendous yawn'd. Thy utmoſt {kill, 
Thy deepeſt penetration here had ſtopt 

Short of its aim; and, in the ſtrong embrace 
Of ruin ſtruggling, left me to expire. By 


No— heav'n's high Sov'reign, provident of all, 


Thy paſſive organs moving, taught thee firſt, 


To check my heedleſs courſe; and hence I live. 


ETERNAL Providence! whoſe equal ſway 
Weighs each event ; whoſe ever-waking care, 
Connecting high with low, minute with great, 


Attunes the wondrous whole, and bids each part 


In one unbroken harmony conſpire: 
| | | Hail ! 
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Hail! ſacred Source of happineſs and life! 
Subſtantial Good, bright intellectual Sun! 

To whom my ſoul, by ſympathy innate, 
Unweary'd tends ; and finds, in thee alone, 
Security, enjoyment, and repoſe, 


By thee, O God! by thy paternal arm, 
Through ev'ry period of my infant ſtate, - 
Suſtain'd I live to yield thee praiſes due. 

O! could my lays, with heav'nly raptures warm, 
High as thy throne, re-echoe to the ſongs 

Of angels; thence, O! could my pray'r obtain 
One beam of inſpiration, to inflame 

And animate my numbers : heav*n's full choir, 
In loftier ſtrains, th* inſpiring God might ſing ; 
Yet not more ardent, more ſincere, than mine. 
But tho? my voice, beneath the ſeraph's note, 
Muſt check its feeble accents, low depreſt 

By dull mortality to thee; great Soul 

Of heav'n and earth! to thee my hallow'd ſtrain 
Of gratitude and praiſe ſhall {till aſcend. 


ELSE 13 
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t.1L.E.G Y: 
To the MEMORY of 


CONSTANTIA. 


His ſaltem accumulem dons, et fungar inani 
Munere. OY 


Y the pale glimmer of the conſcious moon, 


When ſlumber, on the humid eyes of woe, 
Sheds its kind lenitive z what mournful voice 
So ſadly ſweet, on my attentive ear, 

Its moving plaint effuſes : like the ſong 

Of PaiLoMEL, when thro? the vocal air, 
Impell'd by deep inconſolable grief, 

She breathes her ſoft, her melancholy ſtrain ; 
And nature with religious filence hears ? 


Tis ſhe; my-wand'ring ſenſes recognize 


The well-known charm, and all my liſt ning ſoul 


Is expectation. Oh! *tis that dear voice, 
Whoſe gentle accents charm'd my happier days; 
Ere ſharp affliction's iron hand had preſt 

Fer yerpal youth, and ſunk her with the blow. 


TELL 


VIC. 
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TELL me, thou heav'nly excellence! whoſe form 

Still riſes to my view, whoſe melting ſong 

For ever echoes on my trembling ear, 

Delightful ev'n in miſery ; O ſay! 

What bright diſtinguiſh'd manſion in the ſky 

Receives thy ſuff*ring virtue from the ſtorm, 

That on thy tender bloſſom pour'd its rage ? 

Early, alas! too early didſt thou feel 

Its moſt tempeſtuous fury. From the calm, 

The ſoft ſerenity of life how led 

An unſuſpecting victim! Ev'ry blaſt 

Pierc'd to thy inmoſt ſoul, amidſt the waſte 

Of eruel fortune left ro ſeek thy way 

Unſhelter'd and alone; while to thy groans 

No gen'rous ear reclin'd, no friendly roof, . 

With hoſpitable umbrage, entertain d 

Thy drooping ſweetneſs uninur'd to pain. 

That lib'ral hand, which, to the tortur'd ſenſe 

Of anguiſh, comfort's healing balm apply'd, 

To heav'n and earth extended, vainly now 

Implores the conſolation once it gave, 

Nor ſuppliant meets redreſs. That eye benign, 

The ſeat of mercy, which to each diſtreſs, 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n by thy foe ſuſtain'd, the gentle tear, 
A willing tribute, paid, now fruitleſs weeps, 
Nor gains that pity it ſo oft beſtow'd. 


Tnov lovelieſt ſacrifice that ever fell 
To perfidy and unrelenting hate ! 
How, in the hour of confidence and hope, 
When love and expectation to thy heart 
Spoke peace, and plac'd felicity in view z 
Hoy fled the bright illuſion, and at once 
Forſook thee plung'd in exquiſite deſpair ! 
Thy friends; the inſects of a ſummer-gale 
That ſport and flutter in the mid-day beam 
Of gay proſperity, or from the flow rs. 
That in her ſunſhine bloom, with ardor ſuck 
Sweetneſs unearn'd ; thy temporary friends, 
Or blind with headlong fury, or abus'd 
By ev'ry groſs impoſture, or ſupine, 
Lull'd by the ſongs of eaſe and pleafure, ſaw 
Thy bitter deſtiny with cool regard. 
Ev*n ſacred nature pled for thee in vain: 
Deaf to her tender importuning call, 
And all the father in his ſoul extinct, 
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Thy parent ſat; while on thy guiltleſs head 
| Each various corment, that imbitters life, 
Exhauſted all their force: and, to inſure 
Their execrable conqueſt, black and fell, 
Ev*n as her native region, Slander join'd ; 
And o'er thy virtue, ſpotleſs as the wiſh 
Of infant ſouls, inexorable breath'd 
Her peſtilential vapour. Hence fair Truth, 
Perſuaſive as the tongue of ſeraphs, pled 
Unheard the cauſe of Innocence; the bluſh 
Of fickle friendſhip hence forgot to glow. 

Me an while, from theſe retreats with hapleſs ſpeed, 
By ev'ry hope and ev'ry wiſh impell'd, 
Thy ſteps explor'd protection. Whence explor'd ? 
Ah me! from whom, and to what curſed arms 
Wert thou betray'd : unfeeling as the rock 
Which ſplits che veſſel ; while its helpleſs crew, 
With ſhrieks of horror, deprecate their fate? 
O earth! O righteous heav*n! could'ſt thou behold; 
While yet thy patient hand the thunder graſp'd, 
Nor hurl'd the flaming vengeance z could'ſt thou ſee . 
The violated yow, the marriage rite | 
Profan'd, and all the ſacred ties, which bind 


Or 
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Or God or man, abandon'd to the ſcorn 
Of vice by long impunity confirm'd? 

Bur thou, petfidious ! tremble.—— If on high 
The Hand of juſtice with impartial ſcale 
Each word, each action poiſes, and exacts 
Severe atonement from th* offending heart; 
Oh ! what haſt thou to dread ? what endlefs pangs; 
What deep damnation muſt thy foul endure ? 
On earth *rwas thine to perpetrate a crime, - 
From whoſe grim viſage guilt of ſhatneleſs*brow, 
 Evn in its wild careet, might ſhrink appall'd : 
"Tis thine to fear hereafter, if not feel, : 
Plagues that can boaſt no precedent in hell. 
Ev'n in the filent ſafe domeſtic hour, | | 
Ev'n in the ſcene of tenderneſs and peace, 
Remorſe, more fierce than all the fiends below, 
In fancy's ears, ſhall, with a thouſand tongues, 
Thunder deſpair and ruin: all her ſnakes 
Shall rear their ſpeckled creſts aloft in air, 
With ceaſeleſs horrid hiſs ; ſhall brandiſh quick 
Their forky tongues, or roll their kindling eyes 

With ſangulhe fiery glare. Ev'n while each ſenſe 
 Glows with the rapture of tumultuous joy, 


The 


S \ 


Sh: 


Re 
An 


She 


Its 


Th 
Sha 
Its 

Son 
Ani 
Th 


Am 
Wh 


Of 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 161 


The tears of injur'd beauty, the complaints 

Of truth immaculate, by thee expos'd 

To wrongs unnumber'd, ſhall diſturb thy bliſs ; . 
Shall freeze thy blood with fear, and to thy ſight 
Anticipare th* impending wrath of heav'n. 

In ſleep, kind pauſe of being! when the nerve 
Of toil unbends, when, from the heart of care, 
Retires the ſated vulture, when diſeaſe 

And diſappointment quaff lethean draughts 

Of ſweet oblivion 3 from his charge unbleſt, 
Shall ſpeed thy better angel: to thy dreams 

Th' infernal gulph ſhall open, and diſcloſe 

Its latent horrors. O'er the burning lake 

Of blue ſulphureous gleam, the piercing ſhriek, 
The ſcourge inceſſant, and the clanking chain, 
Shall ſcar thee ev'n to frenzy, On thy mind 

Its fierceſt flames ſhall prey ; while from its depth 
Some gnaſhing fury beckoas thy approach, 

And, thirſty of perdition, waits to piunge 

Thy naked ſoul, ten thouſand fathom down, 
Amidſt the boiling ſurges. Such their fate, 
Whoſe hearts, indocile to the ſacred lore 


Of wiſdom, truth, and virtue, baniſh far | 
X The 
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The cry of ſoft compaſſion; nor can taſte 
Beatitude ſupreme in giving joy 

Thy race, the product of a lawleſs flame, 

Ev*n while thy fond imagination plans | 
Their future grandeur, in thy mock'd embrace 
Shall prematurely periſh ; or ſurvive 

To feel their father's infamy, and curſe 

The tainted origin from! which they ſprung. 

For, Oh! thy ſoul no ſoft compunction knew, 
When that fair form, where all the Graces liv'd, 
PerfeCtion's brighteſt triumph, from thy breaſt 
The ſport of milder winds and ſeas was thrown, 
To glow or ſhiver in the keen extremes 

Of ev'ry various climate: when that cheek, 
Ting'd with the bluſh of heav'n's unfading roſe, 
Grew pale with pining anguiſh : when that voice, 
By angels tun'd to harmony and love, 
Trembled with agony ; and, in thine ear, 
Utter'd the laſt extremity of ſmart. 


FR ON foreign bounty ſhe obtain'd that aid 
Which friendſhip, love, humanity, at home, 
Deny'd her blaſted worh. Fi rom foreign hands 
Her glowing lips receiv'd'" the cooliog draught, 


To 
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To ſooth the fever's rage. From foreign eyes 
The tear, by nature, love and friendſhip due, 


Flow'd copious o'er the wreck, whoſe charms, in 
death ; 


Still blooming, at the hand of ruin ſmil'd. 
Deſtin'd, alas! in foreign climes to leave | 
Her pale remains unhonour'd ; while the herſe 
Of wealthy guilt emblazon'd boaſls the pride 

Of painted heraldry, and ſculptur'd ſtone 
Protects or flatters its deteſted fame. 

Vain trappings of mortality When theſe 

Shall crumble, like the worthleſs duſt they hide; 
Then thou, dear ſpirit ! in immortal joy, 


Crown'd with intrinſic honours, ſhalt appear 
And God himſelf, to liſt'ning worlds, proclaim 
Thy injur'd tenderneſs, thy faith unſtain'd, 
Thy .mildneſs long inſulted, and thy worth | 
Severely try'd, and found at laſt ſincere. 


Bur where, Oh! where ſhall art or nature find, 
For ſmarting ſorrow's ever recent wound, | 
Some bleſt reſtorative ; whoſe pow'rful charm 


May ſooth thy friend's regret, within his breaſt. 
| 8 
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Suſpend the ſigh ſpontaneous, bid the tear, 

By fad reflexion prompted, ceaſe to fall? 

Theſe, ſtill as moments, days and years revolve, 
A conſecrated off *ring, ſhall attend 

Thy dear idea uneffac'd by time : 

Till the pale night of deſtiny obfcure 

Life's waſting taper; till each torpid ſenſe 


Feel death's chill hand, and grief complain no more. 


EPISTLE I. 
To CL 10: 


, 


In anſwer to one, in which ſhe inflemed me of her de- 


parture from DUMFRIEs. 


HEN Ciro ſeem'd forgetful of my pain, 
A ſoft impatience throbb'd in ev'ry vein; 
Each tedious hour I thought an age of woe; 

So few their pleaſures, and their pace fo ſlow : 


But, when your moving accents reach'd my ear, 


Juſt, as your taſte, and as your heart, ſincere 
My ſoul re-echo'd, while the melting ſtrain 


Beat in each pulſe, and flow'd in ev'ry vein, 


An! 


„ 
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An! teach my verſe, like your's, to be refin'd ; 
Your force of language, and your ſtrength of mind: 
Teach me that winning, ſoft, perſuaſive art, 
Which raviſhes the · ſoul, and charms the heart : | 
Then ev'ry heighten'd pow'r I will employ, 

To paint your merit, and expreſs my joy. 

Leſs ſoft the ſtrains, the numbers leſs refin'd, 
With which great OxpHREus poliſh'd human kind; 
Whoſe magic force could lawleſs vice reprove, 
And teach a world the ſweets of ſocial love. 


Wren great AcasTo's virtues grac'd your lays, 
My ſoul was loſt in the effulgent blaze; | 
Whoſe love, like heav'n, to all mankind extends, 
Supplies the indigent, the weak defends 3 
Purſues the good of all with ſteady aim; 

One bright, unwearied, unextinguiſh'd flame. 


| What 


* A Gentleman in Galloway, diſtinguiſh'd for hoſpitality; 
for his inviolable attachment to the intereſts of his country ; 
and, in ſhort, for all thoſe virtues which adorned his own an- 


ceſtors, and dignify human nature, 


5 | 
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What tranſport felt my ſoul, what keen delight, 
When its full blaze of glory met my ſight ! 


But ſoon, too ſoon, the happy gleam was Oer; 
What joy can reign, where C110 is no more? 


An! hapleſs me ! muſt yet more woes inſpire 


The mournful ſong, and tune the tragic lyre ? 
Her C1.10's abſence muſt the muſe complain, | 
The laſt and greateſt of the fable train? 

From theſe intruſive thoughts all pleaſure flies, 
And leaves my ſoul benighted, like my eyes. 


Yer, while abſorb'd in — alone 1 ſtray, | 


On ev'ry ſenſe while ſilent ſorrows prey, 
Or from ſome arbor, conſcious of my pain, 
While to the ſighing breeze I ſigh in vain 


May each new moment, fraught with new delight, 
Crown your bright day, and bleſs your ſilent night: 


May height'ning raptures ev'ry ſenſe ſurpriſe, 
Muſic your ears, gay proſpe&s charm your eyes : 

May all on earth, and all in heav'n conſpire 

To make your pleaſures laſting, and entire. 

*Tis this alone can ſooth my anxious breaſt, 

Secure of bliſs, while conſcious you are bleſt. 
EPISTLE 


— 
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EPISTLE II. 
To the ſame, From Edinburgh. 


ROM where bleak north winds chill the frozen 
ſkies, | 
And lov'd Epina's lofty turrets riſe, 
Sing, heav'nly muſe ! to thy lov'd CL1o ſing ; 
Tune thy faint voice, and ſtretch thy drooping wing. 


Couip I, like Uzi, on ſome pointed ray, 
To your far diſtant Eden wing my way, 
Out-ſtrip the moments, ſcorn the ſwifteſt wind, 
And leave ev'n wing'd defire to lag behind; 
So ſtrong, ſo ſwift, I'd fly the port to gain 
The ſpeed of angels ſhould purſue in vain. 


An! whither, whither would my fancy ſtray ? 
Nor hope ſuſtains, nor reaſon leads the way : 
No, let my eyes in ſcalding ſorrows flow, 
Vaſt as my loſs, and endleſs as my woe: 


Flow. till the torrent quench this vital flame, 


And, with increaſing hours, increaſe the ſtream. 
| Let, 
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Yet, CL1o, hear, in pity to my ſmart ; 

If gentle pity e' er could touch thy heart: 
Let but one line ſuſpend my conſtant care, 
Too faint for hope, too lively for deſpair: 
Thee let me ſtill with wonted rapture find 
The muſe's patroneſs, and poet's friend. 


EPISTL E III. 
To DorinpDa ; with Venice Prefer 1 


F friendſhip gains not pardon for the muſe, 
Immortal Orwa r, ſure, will plead excuſe : 

For eyes like thine he wrote his movingftays, | 
Which feel the poet, and which .weep his praiſe, 
Whether great JArrtER tender grief inſpires, | P 
Struggling with cruel fate, ahd high. deſires yo. 
Or BeLvipera's gentler accents flow, | 
When all her ſoul ſhe breathes i in love and wog: 
Drawn from the heart the various paſſions ſhine, 
And wounded nature bleeds in ev ry line. 
As when ſome turtle ſpies her lovely mate 


Pierc'd by the ball, or flutt'ring in the net 1 
Her little heart juſt burſting with deſpair, 


She droops her wings, and coos her ſoul to air. 
| EPT. 
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ENIS THE i. 
To Miſs ANNIE RAE: 
With the Manual of Epic rETus, and Tablature of CEBEs. 


O, happy leaves! to Anna's view diſcloſe 
What ſolid joy from real virtue flows; 
When, like the world, ſelf-pois'd, th* exalted ſoul, 
Unſhaken, ſcorns the ſtorms that round her roll 3 
And, in herſelf collected, joys to find wy 
Th' untainted image of th* Eternal Mind. 


To bid ma ind their end ſupreme purſue, 
On God and nature fix their wand'ring view; 
To teach reluctant paſſion to obey, | 
Check*d, or impell'd by reaſon's awful ſway ; 

From films of error purge the mental eye, 
Till undiſſembled good in proſpect lie; 
The ſoul with heav'n-born virtue to inflame : 
Such was the Stoic's and Socratic's aim. 


O could they view from yon immortal ſcene, 
Where beauty, truth and good, unclouded, reign, 
Y _— 
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Fair hands like thine revolve their labour'd page, 
Imbibe their truth, and in their taſk engage; 
With rapture would they hail ſo fair a ſight, 

And feel new bliſs in heav'n's ſupreme delight. 


PROLOGUE ro OTHELLO: 


Spoken by Mr. Lovs, at the opening of the Play- houſe 
* ol * 


E ſouls! by ſoft humanity ite d. | 

For gen'rous hearts and manners free admir'd ; 
Where taſte and commerce, amicably Join'd, 
Imbelliſh life, and cultivate the mind : 
Without a bluſh you may ſupport our ſtage 3 
No tainted joys ſhall here your view engage. 
To tickle fools with proſtituted art, 
Debauch the fancy, and corrupt the heart, 
Let others ſtoop; ſuch meanneſs we deſpiſe, 
And pleaſe with virtuous objects virtuous eyes. 


Taz tender ſoul what dire convulſions tear, 
When whiſp'ring villains gain th* uncautious ear; 
How heav'nly mild, yet how intenſely bright, 


Fai air Innocence, ny clouded, ſtrikes the fight ; . 
| What 
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What endleſs plagues from jealous fondneſs flow, 
This night our faithful ſcenes attempt to ſhow : 
No new-born whim, no haſty flaſh of wit; 


But nature's dictates by great SHAKESPEAR Writ. 


ImMorTAL bard! who, with a maſter hand, 
Could all the movements of the ſoul command; 
With pity ſooth, with terror ſhake her frame; 
In love diſſolve her, or to rage inflame, 


To taſte and virtue, heav*n-deſcended pair 
While pleas'd we thus devote our art and care; 
To crown our ardor, let your fav'ring ſmile 
Reward our hopes, and animate our toil : 

So may your eyes no weeping moments know, 
But when they ſhare ſome DzsDazMonaA's woe. 


P R O- 
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PROLOGUE To HAMLET: 
| Spoken by Mr. Love, at Dumfries. 


NS PIR*D with pleaſing hope to entertain, 
Once more we offer SHaxzsPzan's heav'nly ſtrain; 
While, hov'ring round, his laurel'd ſhade ſurveys 
What eyes ſhall pour their tribute to his praiſe ; 
What hearts with tender pity ſhall regret 
The bitter grief that clouds OynzL1a's fate. 


' One fair ſhe flouriſh'd, nature's joy and pride, 
But droop'd and wither'd, when a father dy'd. 
Severe extremes of tenderneſs and woe, 

When love and virtue mourn one common blow; 
When griefs alternate o'er the boſom reign, 

And ev'ry ſenſe, and ev'ry thought is pain 

Here nature triumph'd, on her throne ſublime, 
And mock'd each pygmy muſe of later time; | 
Till SHaxt$sPEAR touch'd the ſoul with all her ſmart, 
And ſtamp'd her living image on the heart. | 


{ 
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From his inſtructive ſong we deeply feel, 
How vainly guilt its horrors would conceal. -. 
Tho' night and ſilence with the fraud conſpire, 
To bid the crime from human ſearch retire ; 
Tho? yet the traitor ſeem from harm ſecure, 
And fate a while ſuſpend th' avenging hour; 
Tho? fortune nurſe him with a mother's care, 
And deck her pageant in a ſhort-liv'd glare: 
In vain he ſtruggles to diſguiſe his ſmart, 

A living plague corrodes his ulcer'd heart; 
| While ev'ry form of ruin meets his eyes, 
And heav'n's vindictive terrors round him riſe. 


Sucn ſalutary truths their light diffuſe, 
Where honours due attend the ſcenic muſe; 
Deep by her ſacred ſignature impreſt, 
They mingle with the ſoul, and warm the breaſt, 
Hence taught of old, the pious and the ſage, 
With veneration, patroniz'd the ſtage. 


Bur, ſoft! methinks you cry with ſome ſurprize, 
How long intend you thus to moralize ?”? 
Our prologue deviates from eſtabliſh'd rules, 

85 Nor 
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Nor ſhocks the fair, nor calls the critics fools, 
*Tis true; but, dully fond of common ſtnſe, 
We ſtill think ſpleen to wit has no pretence; 
Think impudence is far remote from ſpirit, 
And modeſty, tho aukward, has ſome merit. 


Tur AUTHOR'S PICTURE. 


HILE in my matchleſs graces wrapt I ſtand, 

And touch each feature with a trembling hand; 
Deign, lovely SzLF! with art and nature's pride, 
To mix the colours, and the pencil guide. 

SzLF is the grand purſuit of half mankind : 

How vaſt a crowd by ſelf, like me, are blind! 
By ſelf, the fop, in magic colours own, 
Tho? ſcorn'd by ev'ry eye, delights his own: 
When age and wrinkles ſeize the conqu'ring maid, 
Self, not the glaſs, reflects the flatt'ring ſhade. 
Then, wonder- working ſelf! begin the laß; 
Thy charms to others, as to me, diſplay. wy 


STRAIGHT 


— 
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STRAIGHT is my perſon, but of little ſize; 


? 


Lean are. my cheeks, and hollow are my eyes: 
My youthful down is, like my talents, rare; 
Politely diſtant ſtands each ſingle hair. 

My voice, too rough to charm a lady's ear ; 
So ſmooth, a child may liſten without fear; 
Not form'd in cadence ſoft and warbling lays, 
To ſooth the fair thro? pleaſure's wanton ways. 
My form ſo fine, ſo ſingular, fo new; 

My port fo manly, and ſo freſh my hue ; 
Oft, as I meet the crowd, they laughing ſay, 
« See, ſee Memento mori croſs the way.“ 

The raviſh'd PxosERPIxE at laſt, we know, 
Grew fondly jealous of her ſable beau ; 

But, thanks to nature! none from me need fly ; 


One heart the Devil could wound — fo cannot I. 


Yer, tho' my perſon fearleſs may be ſeen, 
There is ſome danger in my graceful mien: 
For, as ſome veſſel, toſs'd by wind and ride, 
Bounds o'er the waves, and rocks from fide to fide z 
In juſt vibration thus I always move: 386 
This who can view, and not be forc'd to love ? 

Haar! 
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Hal charming ſelf! by whoſe propitious aid 


My form in all its glory ſtands diſplay'd : 
Be preſent ſtil] ; with inſpiration kind, 
Let the ſame faithful colours paint the mind. 


Like all mankind, with vanity Pm bleſs'd; 

Conſcious of wit I never yet poſſeſs'd. 

To ſtrong deſires my heart an eaſy prey, 
Oft feels their force, but never owns their ſway, 
This hour, perhaps, as death I hate my foe z 
The next I wonder why I ſhould do ſo. 

Tho? poor, the rich I view with careleſs eye; 
Scorn a vain oath, and hate a ſerious lie. 
I ne'er, for ſatire, torture common ſenſe 1 

Nor ſhow my wit at God's, nor man's expence. 
Harmleſs I live, unknowing and unknown; 

| Wiſh well to all, and yet do good to none. 
Vnmerited contempt I hate to bear; 

Yet on my faults, like others, am ſevere. 
Diſhoneſt flames my boſom never fire; 
The bad 1 pity, and the good admire: 
Fond of the muſe, to her devote my days, 
And ſcribble— not for pudding, but for praiſe. 


THesr 
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 Tazse careleſs lines if any virgin hears; 
Perhaps, in pity to my joyleſs year, 
She may conſent a gen'rous flame to own z 
And I no longer ſigh the nights along, 
But, ſhould the fair, affected, vain, or nice; 
Scream with the fears inſpir'd by frogs or mice; 
Cry, Save us, heav'n! a ſpectre, not a man! 
Her harrſhoru ſnatch, or interpoſe her fan : 
If I my tender overture repeat ; 
O! may. my vows her kind reception meet 
May ſhe new graces on my form beſtow, 
And, with tall honours, dignify my brow ! = 


. At 


* The manner, in which our Author has conducted this 
piece, is very remarkable. N one, but one poſſeſſed of Mr, 
Bracxrock's happy temper of mind, would have been ſo 
pleaſant at his own expence. However, leſt the Ladies of 
future ages ſhould think this humorous deſeription real, it 
may not be impropet to tell them, that, if the original had 

been in the hands of a faithful Painter, the picture would by 
no means have been ſo ludicrous, > 1 
. o 
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as b. BPIGRAM:| 
On 0 ringing i in Boule of Wine. 


EAR ESTRAIAI Wees and baniſh woe; 

Let mighty wine in gen'rous bumpers flow : 

All flame, all ſpirit; let the glaſs go round; 

Each face be brighten'd, and each wiſh be crown'd. 
Arras, the prop of Jovx's ſublime abodes, 

= Ofr groans beneath the weight of ſtagg' ring gods: 

Their great example let us then purſue; 

We cannot err in what our authors do: 

Like them in joys unconſcious of allay, - 

Laugh, drink, and ſing * away. 


To a GENTLEMAN, who aſleed my ſenti- 
ments of him. 


An EPIGRAM. 
EAR FABIUS! me if well you know, 
You ne'er will take me for your foe ; 


If right yourſelf you comprehend, 
You ne'er will take me for your friend. 


Ox 
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An EPIG RAM. 


ENCE! reſtleſs care, and low deſign; 
Hence! foreign compliments and wine: 

Let gen'rous Bui roxs, brave and fre, 
Still boaſt their Punch and honeſty. 
Life is a bumper fill'd by fate, 
And we the gueſts who ſhare the treat; 
Where ſtrong, inſipid, harp and ſweer, 
Each other duly temp'ring, meet. 
A while with joy the ſcene is crown'd 
A while the catch and toaſt go round: 
And, when the full carouſe is o'er, 
Death puffs the lights, and ſhuts the door. 
» Say then, Phyſicians of each kind, 
Who cure the body, or the mind; 
What harm in drinking can there be, 
Since Punch and life ſo well agree ? 


ON 


| 


5 


— —————— . — — 
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On MARRIAGE: 
Ax E PIG RAM. 


trite CELIA, now a blooming bride, 
Sat from her friends apart, and cryds; 3 
Her faithful CHL ox view'd her care, | 
And thus conſol d the weeping fair: 


| Goop heav'n! in tears! for ſhame! look gay; 
Nor cloud with grief your nuptial day. 
If brides in tears receive their ſpouſes, 
What muſt the hapleſs wretch who loſes? 
Beſides, my dear, you know tis reaſon, 
That all things have a proper ſeaſon: 
Now, *tis in marriage a plain caſe, 
That crying holds the ſecond place. 
Let vulgar fouls in ſorrow ſink, 
Who always act, and never think: 
But, to reflecting minds like you, 
Marriage can ſure have nothing 1 new. 


o 


of 
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On THE SAME: 
An EPIGRAM. 


XI HOEVER ſeals the marriage vow, 
*Tis well agreed, makes one of two: 

But who can tell, ſave G—d alone, 

What numbers may make wo of one, 


An EPITAPH, 
On a Favourite L A P-DO G. 


NEVER bark'd when out of ſeaſon; 
1 I never bit without a reaſon; 
I neer inſulted weaker brother; 
Nor wrong'd by force nor fraud another, 
Though brutes are plac'd a rank below, 
Happy for man, could he ſay ſo! 


FINIS. 


